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0 4 little unreaſonable in their expectations. 


3 


notion 10 expect pes 2 in any work of man: 
and yet one would t 


8 


+ . 


| . „ * L 
a © 8 4 7 % 0 = De o = 


Am inclined to 2 * 305 . writers = 


books, and the readers of them, are genera 
Ti 


firſt ſeem to fancy that the world muſt approve 5 
whatever they produce, and the latter to imagine 


that authors are obliged to them at any rate. Me- 


thinks as on the one band, no Sngle man is born 


with a right of controuling the opinions of all the 
reſt; ſo on the other, the world has no title to 


demand, that the whole care and time of any par- 
ticular perſon ſhould be ſacrificed to its entertain 
ment. Therefore I cannot but believe that writers 
and readers are under equal obligations, for as much 
Fame, or pleaſure , as each affords the other. 
Every one acknowledges it would be 4 wild 


4. 5 : _ the contrary 2 taken 
or grante the judgment commonly-paſt 

8 A Critic ſuppoſes he has done his 5 
F he proves a writer to have fail d in anexpreſſi-" 
on, or err d in any particular point: and can it 


then be wonder d at , if the Poets in general ſeem 


reſolo'd not to own. themſelves in any error? For 
as long as one fide deſpiſes a well-meant endea- 
wour, the other will you be Taiqy d with 4 mode. 


rate approbation. 


| am * this. e zeal on both fs 3 


— * % Ss * 


K N EE 5 
#l-plac'd; Poetry and Criticiſm being by ud meant 
the univerſal 1 of the world, 4 only the 
air of idle men mbo write in their claſets, and 
Of idle mem who read there. Vet ſure upon the 
whole, a bad Author deſerves better uſage than a 
bad Critic ; a man may be the former merely thro 
the misfortune of an ill judgment, but he cannot 
be the latter without both that and am ill temper. 
I think a good deal may be ſaid to extenuate 
the fault of bad Poets. What we call a Genius, is 
hard to be diflinguiſh'd by à man himſelf, from 
e firong inclination: and if it be never ſo great, 
be can not at firſt diſcover it any other way, than 
| by that prevalent propenſity. which renders him 
 #he more liable to be miſtaken. The only method 
be has, is to make the experiment by writing, &. 
appealing to the judgment of others: And if he 
 bappens to write ill ( which is certainly no fin in 
elf) be it immediately made an obje of ridi.- 


eule. I wiſh we had the humanity to refle@-that 


even the worſt authars might endeavour to pleaſe 
us, and in that endeavour , deſerve ſomething at 
our hands, We have no cauſe to quarrel with 
them but for their obſlinacy in per filing, and this 
too may admit of alleviating circumſtances. Their 
particular friends may be either ignorant , or in- . 
fincere ; and the reſt off the warld too well bred to 
ſhock them with a truth, which generally their 
Bookſellers: are the firſt that 722 them of. 
This happens not till they. have ſpent too much of 
their time, to apply to any profeſſion which might 
better fit their talents; and till ſuch talents as 
they have are ſo fur diſcredited, as to be but of 
ſmall ſervice to them. ' For ( what is the hard- 
el caſe imaginable ) the reputation of a man ge- 
nerally depends upon the firſt ſteps he makes - 


men will dread him as a Mit, ans ee 


„ 6 1 1 1 &h =] 


the world, and people will eftabliſh their opinion 
of us, from what we do — when we 
have leaſt judgment to direct us. | 
_ _ Onthe other hand, a cob Paovato fanove this. 
municates his works with gb ſame defere of or- 
mation, but it is imagiu d hi is a vam 
creature given up to the ambition of fame ; when 
| perhaps the poor mom is all the while trembling. 
with the fear of being ridiculous. If be is made. 
to hope he may pleaſe the world, he falls unde, 
very 272 3 s for from the 0. 
æpect * drag | 


ape 
it 1s hardto. 


ignorant 
@. fine Genius os . finefuſbion | 
boſe are ie es as it who are —— 
ir: And? 5 _ bee ear'd that eſteem will ſeldom ab 
good, ns ill-will does bun harm. 
2 1 is 8 2 claſs of people who make 
the largeſt part of thankind, thoſe of ordinary or 
indifferent capacities ; and theſe ( to a man ) will 
hate, or ſuſpe# him: n hundred 


wocent women as a Satyriſt. In a word, whatever 
bie his fate in Poetry, it is ten to one but he muſs 
T2 give mn all the the reaona oy 7 life for it. There 


are 


Lij R R ©: 8: 
are indeed ſome advantages accruing from a ge- 
nuius to e they are all I L = 
the agreeable power of ſelf-amuſement when a man 
zs idle or alone; the privilege of being admitted 

into the beſt company; and the freedom of ſay- 

ing as many careleſs things as other people, with. 
out being 14 ſeverely remarł d upon. 
I believe, if any one, early in his life ſhould 
contemplate the dangerous fate of Authors, he would 
fearce be of their number on any conſideration: 

The life of a Wit is a warfare upon earth; and 

the preſent ſpirit of the worldis ſuch , that to at- 

tempt to ſerve it ( any way) one muſt have the 
conſtancy of a martyr , and a reſolution to ſuſfer 


Juor its ſake. I confeſs it was want of conſiderati- 


on that made me an Author; T-writ becauſe it 
amuſed me; I corrected becauſe it was as plea- 
ant to me to correct as to write; and Ipubliſp d 
becauſe I was told I might pleaſe ſuch as it wasa 
credit to pleaſe, To what degree I have done © 


this, I am really ignorant; I had too much fon= \ 


dneſs for my productions to judge of them at firſt, 
and too much judgment to be pleas'd with them at 
laft. But I have reaſon to think they can have no 
reputation which will continue long, or which de- 
ſerves to do ſo - for they have always a ſhore 
not only of what I read of others, but even of 
my on ideas of Poet. 
any one ſhould imagine I am not in earneſt , 
I deſire him to reflect, that the Ancients (to ſay © 
the leaſt of them ) had as much genius as we; 
and that to take more pains , and employ more 
time, cannot fail to produce more complete pieces, 


They conflantly apply d themſelves , not only to that 
art, but to that fingle branch of an art, to which | 
— 8 „„ | their 


PREFACE uf 
their talent was moſt powerfully bent ; and it wat 
the buſineſs of their lives to correct and finiſh their 


works for poſterity. If we can pretend to have 
uſed the e induſtry 725 us expedt abe ſame im- 


mortality : Tho" F we took the ſame care, we 5 


ſhould 15 lie under a farther misfortune: they. 
writ in Ianguages that became univerſal and ever- 
laſting , while ours are extremely limited both in 
extent, and in duration. A mighty foundation fur 


our pride ! when the utmoſt we can hope, is but o 


be read in one Ifland, and to be home ee : 
the end of one Age. 
All that is leſt us is t0 ee our 5 
dons by the imitation of the Ancients: Ar it wil 
be found true, that in every age, the bigheſtcha= 
racter for ſenſe and learning has been obtain d by 
thoſe who have been moſt indebted to them. For. 
ro ſay truth, whatever is very good ſenſe muſt- 
| Ps been common ſenſe in- all times; and what- 
we call Learning, is but the knowledge of the ſenſe. 
: Of our predeceſſors.” Therefore 2 who ſay o 
thoughts are not our own becauſe t —— 
the Ancients, may as well ſay our faces. are not 
our own, becauſe they are 2 our Fathers : And. 
indeed it is very unreaſonable , that people | ſhould - 
: 27 ws to be Scholars , and yer be angry cent 
ws ſo. 
I fairly . that I have ferv'd my folf all. 
J could D reading ; that I made uſe: of the judg-. 


ment of authors dead and living; that I omitted 
20 means in my power to be inforni'd of my er- 


rors, both by my: friends and enemies; and that 

I expect not to be excusd in any 1 os 

Account of youth , want of leiſure, or 3 
zale ns But ns 22 reaſon the 


Vir II EE WETS 
are not more vorred , is owing to the.confoderati-. 
on e e — Se . 
aſhamed to conſume s in 
232 ſenſe und rhyme . ay A nt eo 
Critic can be ſo unreaſonable as not to leave a man 
time enough for any more ſerious employment, or 
more agreeable amuſement? 

The only plea I ſpall uſe for the favour of the 
pablick, i, that I have as great areſped for it, as 
moſt Anthors have for themſelves ; and that I have 

| facrificed much of my own ſelf-love for its fake „ 
in n preventing not only many mean things from ſee- 
| ing the light, but many which I thought tolera- 
| ble. ] believe no one qualification is ſo likely tu 
make a good writer, as the power of rejecting 
| his own thoughts ; and it muſt be this (if any 
thing ). that can give me a chance to be one. For 
__ what I have pub, I can only 7 to he par- 
and; but for what, I haue hum d, I deſerve 20 
be prais d. On this account #he world. is under 
Some obligation to me, and owes me the juſtice in 
return; to look upon no verſes is mine that are 
vor inſerted in this collection. And perhaps no= 
thing could make it worth my while to own what 
are really ſo, but to avoid the imputation of ſo 
many dull and immoral things, as partly by ma- 
lice, and part] by ignorance ,. have been aſcribed *' 
to me: I muſt farther acquit my ſelf of the pre- | 
ſumption. of having lent my name to recommend. 
any. Miſcellanies , or works of other men; a thing. 
I never thought becoming a: perſon who bas hardly. 
credit enough to anſwer for his on. 5 
In this office of collecting my pieces; I am 415 
together uncertain, whether totlook upon my ſe ſelf 
0 4 man. braking. a mama, or urging it 
| 2 ; 


8 (as long as they laſt) remain as a teſtimo- 
„ that their Author never made his talents fub-. 


ent to the mean and unworthy ends of Party 


- or ſelf-intereſt ; the gratification of publick pre- 
72 „ or private paſſions; the ſlattery of the un. 
deſerving , or the inſult of the unfortunate, If I 


have written well, let it be confider q that "tis. 


wer 10 man can do without good ſenſe, a. qua. 


iy that not only. renders one capable of | being a 
good writer, but à good man. Andif Thave made 


any acquiſition i in the opinion of any one under the 


notion of the former, let it be —_ to me un- 


der no other title than that of the latter. 


But if this publication be only @ more ſolemn 


EE Funeral of my Remains, I defire it may be known 


that I die in charity, and in my ſenſes; without 
an MuUYMurs againſt 


any mad appeals 7⁰ poſtercty. F declare I w_ . 


the. juftice of this age, or 


zhink the world im the right, and quietly ſi 
10 every truth which time ſpall di Mc to ef 
prejudice of theſe writings; not ſo much as wiſh- 


. ing ſo irrational a thing, as that every body ſhould 
be deceiv'd, meerly for my credit. However , I 


defire it may then be conſider d, that there are very 


few things in this collection which were not written 
ander the age of five and twenty; ſo that my yourh - 
may be made ( asit never fails to be in Executions) 

a caſe of compaſſion. That I was never ſo concern 
about my works as to vindicate them in print , be- 
lieving if any thing was good it would defend tt _ 
elf, and what was bad could never be defended. 


That I uſed no artifice to raiſe or continue arepu- 
ration, depreciated no dead author I was obliged 
zo. , brif'd no living one with unjuſt proiſe , in- 


{5 0 adverſa 'y with ill OW or when [+ 
could 


r n i — 
I time ſhall male it #he farmer, may ws. 


- 
- 
. 
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* 


rauld not attack a RivaPs works , encourag d re- 


Ports againſt his Morals. To conclude, if this vo- 
ume periſh, let it ſerve as a warning to the Cri- 
#ics, not to take too much pains for the future to 


deftroy ſuch things as will die of themſelves ; and 
„ Memento mori to ſome of my vain cotemporaries 
the Poets, to teach them that when real merit is 
wanting, it avails nothing to have beenencourag d 
by the great, commended by the eminent, and 


Javourd by the publick in general, 


* © o 
* 
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: On Mr. POPE and his bonus. 5 
1 by his G R A C 2 


2 SHEFFIELD: Duke of 


BUCKINGHAM. | 1 


ITHa 3 d, wich Cotrteand Bus neſgiis 4 
Crs for — 54 but what eaſe requit d; 


Too dully ſerious for the Muſe's ſport, 


And from the Critics ſafe arriv'd in port: 
I little thought of launching forth „ „ 
Amidſt adventrous rovers of the pen: 
And after fo much undeſery d ſucceſs, _ 
Thus hazarding at laſt to make it leſs. 
Encomiums ſuit not this conforious PIES 
It elf a ſubject for 1 2 rhime; | 
Ignorance ES it and Worth akin, .. 
Folly triumphant 2: and ev'n Homer blam'd? 
But to this Genius, join'd wich ſo much . M 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev ry part 3 
Potts are bound a loud applauſe to pay; 
Apoll bids it, and they mult obey. _ 
And yet ſo wonderful, ſublime a thing, 
As the 47 liad, ſcarce ſhould make me dt 
Except I juſtly could at once commend 
A good Companion, and as firm a Friend. 
One moral, or a meer well. natur d deed, 
Does all deſert in Sciences e - © 
Tis great delight to laugh at ſome men 3 ways; 1 
But a much greater to l AE Fry. - 
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"By: the Right Honourable | : 
ANNE Counteſs of WixCugLSEA. 


HE Muſe of ev'ry heav nly gift allow 'd 
To be the chief, is publick, tho'not prouds : 
Widely extenſive is the Poet's aim, 5 
And, in each verſe, he draws a bill on Fame. 
For none have writ (whatever they man? tf 
Singly to raiſe a Patron or a Friend; 
But whatſoeꝰ er the theme or object . , 
Joe ee r to CORE foreſee. 
en let us find, in your foregoi es 
The celebrating hoes bf 8 51 ED 
Nor by injurious ſcruples think it fit, 3 
To hide their Judgments who applaud your Wir. 
But let their pens, to yours, the heralds prove, 
VW ho ſtrive for - as Greece for Homer ove. . 
Whilſt he who beſt your Poetry aflerts, my 
Aſlerts his own , by ſympathy of parts. 
Me Panegyrick verſe does not inſpire, 
Who, never well can praiſe what I admire, 
Nor in thoſe oy, tryals dare appear, 
But gently drop this counfel in your ear. 
Got ro gain applauſes by eſert, FE. 5 
Inform the head, „„ ou diffolye the heart? 
Inflame the Soldier with e A 
Elate the young, and grayel 3 the . 6 
Allure, with tender verſe, the a race, 
And ꝑive their _—_— 77 » courtly grace. 
Deſcribe. the Foreſt in rural ſtrains, | 
With vernal ſweets freſh breathing from the pla 
Your Tales be eaſy, natural, and gay, 
Nor all the Poet in that part difplayz 
Nor let the Critic , there his skill unfold, 5 
For Boccace thus, and Chaucer Tales haye told. 
Sooth, 
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Sooch, is you only can, Ir. hb 
And far 85 Nie as in tlie 1 
Then ſhould the verſe of ev'ry ank 
Before your numbers eminently 3 
In you ng vanity could thence be n! 5 
Unleſs, ince ſhort in beauty of your own, | 
Some envious ſeribler might in ſpight declare, 
That for com iſon you plac'd' „„ 
But Envy cou * againſt you ſucceed, _F 
'Tis not from * 0 at write, 72 foes = 
| Cenſure or Praiſe m 
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yo theſe wow dall, as more cenſorious Fore . : 
When few dare give, N exit prai 
A Muſe ſincere, that never flatt ry Ley, 
Pays what to friendſhip ; and deſert! is 2 2 
Young, yet judicious; in ders verſe wo bags. 
Art frengchnins NONE. n Wl roy'd 
Unlike thoſe Wits, whoſe e numbe 1 geg along 
So ſiooth, no thought : * e he 
Laboriouſiy enervafe 
And write not to the head, Mk te to the es 1 
Our ttiitids unmov'd and e Na, 
ie: 5 at — moſt muſicall y du 

ren ng ſtreamis with eyett ar creep, 

uſh the 8 hearers into fleep:- 

3s ſmootheſt ſpeech is moſt doceitful found, 
The ſmootheſt numbers oft are empty found, | 
And leave our lab'ring fancy quite a Sround. 
But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, 
Sprightl as youth, as age 9 too: 


from our ſe eyes proceed. 
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In ſilks the ſhepherd & the ſhepherdeſs; . . 
| Yet ſtill unchang'd the form and mode remain, 


| 2 


With unforc'd care, and unaffected eaſe, 
Vith proper thoughts and lively images: 


our rains are regularly beld; and plesſe J 


Such as by Nature to the Ancients ſhown , 
Fancy improves, and Judgment makes your own: | 
For great men's faſhions to be follow'd are, 
Altho' diſgraceful 'ris:their cloaths to wear. 

Some in a poliſh'd ſtyle write Paſtoral, 

Arcadia ſpeaks the language of the Mall, 

Like ſome fair ſhepherdeſs, the ſylvan Muſe, 


"Deck'd in thoſe flow'rs her native fields produce, 


But ſeems a dowdy in the courtly dreſs, 
Whoſe aukward finery allures us leſs. 


With modeſt charms would in plain neatneſs pleaſe 2 
But the tcue meaſure of the ſhepherd's wit 


Should, like.his, garb, be for. the es Fes | 


Let muſt his pure and unaffected thought | 
More nicely than the common ſwains be wrought ; 
So, with becoming art, .the Players dreſs 


— 


Your rural Muſe appears to juſtify 
The long-loſt graces of Simplicit) : 
So rural beautes captivate our ſenſe _ 


Shap'd like the homely ruſſer of the ſwain. 


With virgin charms, ani native exellence. 


Yet long her modeſty thoſe charms conceal'd ; 2, | 


Till by men's envy to the world reyeal'd; 


For Wits induſtrious to their trouble ſeem, 
And needs will envy , what they muſt eſteem. 
Live, and enjoy their ſpite! nor mourn that fate 
Which wou'd, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wait; 
Thine ſhall, like his, ſoon take a higher flight; 
Whoſe Muſe did once, like thine in plains delight; 
So' Larks, which firſt from lowly fields ariſe, 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laſt the gies, © 
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WinpsoR-ForREST. _ 


AIL, facred Bard! a Muſe unknown before 
Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic ſhore. 
To our dark world thy ſhining page is ſhown, 
And Windſor's gay retreat becomes our own. 
The Eaſtern pomp had juſt beſpoke our care , 
And India pour'd her gawdy treaſures here: 
A various ſpoil adorn'd our naked land, 5 
The pride of Sha gliter d on our ſtrand , 5 
And China's earth was caſt on common ſand; _ 
Tofs'd up and down the gloſſy fragments lay, 
And dreſs d the rocky ſhelves, & pav d the painted bay. 
Thy treaſures next arriv'd: And now we boaſt 
A nobler cargo on our barren coaſt. : 
From thy luxuriant Foreſt we receive 
More laſting glories than the Eaſt can give. 
Where: e er we dip in thy delightful page, > 
What pompous ſcenes our buſy thoughts engage! 
The pompous ſcenes in all their pride appear, 
Freſh in the page, as in the grove they were. 
Nor half ſo true the fair Lodona ſhows 
The ſylvan ſtate that on her border grows, 
While the the wondring ſhepherd entertains. 
With a new Windſor in her watry plains: _ 
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Whilſt fruictul crops riſe by their 


Thy juſter lays the lucid wave ſurpaſs; 
The living ſcene is in the Muſe's glaſs. 


Nor ſweeter notes the ecchoing Foreſts chear , 


When Philomela ſits and warbles there, | 
Than when you ſing the greens, and opening glades, 


And give us Harmony as well as Shades. 


A Titan's hand might draw the graye, but you | 

Can paint the grove, and add the Mufic too. 
With vaſt variety thy pages ſhine; 

A new creation ſtarts in ev'vy line. SE 

How ſudden trees riſe to the reader's fight, 

And maks a-deubtful fcene of ſhade at light, + 

And give at once the day, at once the night! 2 

And here azain what ſweet confuſion reigns, 

In dreary deferts mix'd with painted plains! 

And ſee! the deſerts caſt a pleafing gloom; 

And ſhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom : 

2 fide , 

And bearded groves diſpla their annual pride. 

Happy the man, who ſtrings his tuneful lyre, 


Where wqods,and brooks, and breathing fields inſpire 


* 


Amidft the rural joys you aug fo well. 
Lin a cold, and in a barren clime, 


Thrice happy you! and yorthy beft ro dwell 


* 


Here on the weſtern beach attempt to chime! 4 


Cold as m thoughr, and barren as my rhime, 5 


O joyleſs flood! O rough tem peſtuous main! 


Border'd with weeds, and ſolitudes obſcenee 
Let me ne' er flow like thee! nor make thy ſtream 


bt lad example 3 or my wretched theme. 2 
Lik 


e bombaſt now thy raging billows roar, 
And vainly daſh themfelyes againſt the ſhore: _ 
About like-quibbles now thy froth is thrown, 
And all extreams are in a moment ſhown. 
© Snatch me, ye Gods ! from theſe Atlantic ſhores, 


: 
* 


And ſhelter me in Windſor's fragrant bow'rs; 


He to my much loy'd Is“ walks convefg, 7 
And on her flow'ry banks for ever lay : 


Thence 


Thence let me view the venerable ſcenes - 
The awful dome, the groves eternal green; 
Where facred Hough long found his fam'dretrent; 
And brought the Hase the fylvan feat, — 
 Reform'd the wits, unlock d the Clatlic ftore > - 
And made that Muſic which was noiſe before. 
There with illuſtrious Bards I ſpent my days, 
Nor free from cenfure, nor unknow to praiſe; 
Enjoy'd the bleſſings that his reign beſtow'd, 
Nor envy'd Windſor in“ the ſoft abode. 
The golden minutes ſmoothly danc'd away, 
And tuneful Bards beguil'd the tedious YT; ELLE” 
They ſung, nor ſung in vain, with numbers me 
That Maro taught, or Addiſon inſpir'd. oo 
Ev'n I effay'd to touch the trembling ſtring: 
Who cou'd hear them, and not attempt to ſing ? 
R Rouz'dfromtheſedreamsby thy comanding train 
I riſe , and wander thro* the field or plain; 
Led by thy Mufe from ſport to ſport I run, | | ; 
Mark the ſtretch'd line, qr hear the thund'ring gun. = 
Ah! how 1 melt with pity, when l by | 
On the cold earth the flutt'ring pheaſant lie; 
His gawdy robes in dazling lines appear, 
And ev'ry feather ſhines and varies there, 
Nor can I paſs the gen'rous courſer by, _ 2 


But while the prancing ſteed allures my eye, 

He ſtarts, he's gone! and now I ſee him fly 85 

_O'er hills and dales; and now I loſe the courſe, 

Nor can the rapid ſight purſue the flying horſe. 

Oh cou'd thy Virgil from his orb look down, + 

He'd view a courſer that might match his own? 

Fir'd with the ſport, and eager for the chace; 

Lodona's murmurs top me in the race. 15 

Who can refuſe Lodona's melting tale? 

The ſoft complaint ſhall over time prevail; | 
17 tale be told, when ſhades forſake her ſhore, 


he Nymph be lung, when ſhe can flow no more. 
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Nor ſhall thy ſong, old Thames! forbear to ſnine, 


At once the ſubject and the ſong divine. 1 
Peace, ſung by thee, ſhall pleaſe ev'n Britains more 
Than all their ſhouts for victory before. 3 
Oh! cou d Britannia imitate thy ſtream, 
The world ſhould tremble at her awful name. 


From various ſprings divided waters glide, 


In diffrent colours roll a diff rent tyde, 


Murmur along their crooked banks à while, 
At once they murmur and enrich the Iſle; 


A whilediſtin& thro' many channels run, 


But meet at laſt and ſweetly flow in one; 


There joy to loſe their long diſtinguiſh'd names, 


And make one glorious, and immortal Thames. 
| Fr, Knapp. 


To Mr. POPE, 
In imitation of a Greek Epigram on 
Homer. TE 


THEN Phoebus, and the nine harmonious Maids, 
| Ofoldaflembled in the Theſpian ſhades; 


What Theme, they cry'd , what high immortal air 4 


Befit theſe harps to ſound, and thee to hear? 
Reply'd the God; Your loftieſt notes employ, 
To ſing young Peleus, and the fall of Troy. 
The wond'rous ſong , with rapture they rehearſe; 
Then ask, who wrought that miracle of yerſe; 
He-anſwer'd with a frown; I now reveal 

A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal : 
Retiring frequent to this Laureat vale, 


I warbled to the Lyre that fav'rite tale 
Which, unobſery'd, a wandring Greek, and blind, 
Heard me repeat, and treaſur'd in his mind, 


And 5 


And, fir'd with thirſt of more than mortal praiſe, 

From me, the God of Wit, uſurp'd the bays.” 
But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 

Proud with celeſtial ſpoils to grace her name 

Yer when my arts ſhall triumph in the Weſt, -— 

And the white Iſle with female pow'r is bleſt, 

Fame, I foreſee, will make reprizals there, 

And the Tranſlator's palm to me transfer. 

Witch leſs regret my claim I now decline, 

The World will think his Zngh/p Iliad mine. 
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: 1 praiſe, and ſtill with juſt reſpect to praiſe 
A Bard triumphant in immortal bayͤ s, 
The Learn'd to ſnow, the Senſible commend, 
Yet ſtill preſerve the province of the Friend, 
What life, what vigour mult the lines require? 
What muſic tune them, what affection fire? 
O might thy Genius in my boſom ſhine! _ 
Thou ſhould'ſt not fail of numbers worthy thine; 
The brighteſt Ancients might at once agree, - 
To ſing within my lays, and ſing of the. 
Horace himſelf wou'd on thou doſt excell _ 
In candid arts to play the Critic well. 
Ovid himſelf might wiſh to ſing the Dame, 
Whom Windſor Foreſt ſees a gliding ſtreams _ : 
On ſilver feet, with annual Oſier crown'd, _ 
She runs for ever thro Poetic ground. _ -: 
Ho flame the glories of Belinda's Hair, 
Made by thy Muſe the envy of the Fair? 
Leſs ſhone the treſſes Zgypr's Princeſs wore, - 
Which ſweet Callimachus ſo ſung before. 
Here courtly trifles ſer the world at odds: 
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Zelles war with Beaus, and Whims deſcend for Gods. 


The new Machines, in names of ridicule; 
111 Mock the grave frenzy of the Chimick fool. 
= But know, ye Fair, a point conceal'd with art, - 
* The Sylphs and Gnomes are but a woman's heart. 
The Graces ſtandin ſight; a Satyr train, _ 
Peeps o'er their head, and laughs behind the ſcene, 
In Fame's fair Temple o'er the boldeſt wits, 
Inſhrin'd On high » the ſacred Virgil fits, 1 8 
And fits in meaſures, ſuch as Virgils Muſe, _ 
To place thee near him, might be fond to chuſe. 
How might he tune th' alternate reed with thee, 
Perhaps a Strephon thou a Daphnis nge 
While ſome old Damon, o'er the vulgar wiſe, 
Thinks he deſerves , and thou deſery'{t the Prize. 
Rapt with the thought, my fancy ſeeks tlie plains, 
And turns me ſhepherd while I hear the ſtrains. 
Indulgent nurſe of ev'ry tender gale, | 
Parent of flowrets, old Arcadia bail! 
Here in the cool my limbs at eaſe I ſpread, 
Here let thy Poplars whiſper o'er my head! 
Still flide thy waters ſoft among the trees, 
Thy Aſpins quiyer in a breathing breeze! 
Smile, all ye valleys, in eternal ſpring 
Be hut d, ye winds? while Pope and Virgil ſing. 
In Engliſh lays, and all ſublimely great, re.. 
Thy Homer warins with all his ancient heat; 
He ſhines in Council, thunders in ihe fight, 
And flames with ey'ry ſenſe of great delight. 
Long has that Poet reign d, and long unknown, 
Like Monarchs ſparkling on a diſtant throne; 
In all the Majeſty of Greek retir d, 
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Himſelf unknown, his mighty name admir d. 
His language failing, wrapt him round with night; 
Thine, rais'd by thee, recalls the work to liobe. | 
So wealthy Mines, that ages long before ; 

Fed the large realms around with golden Oar, 
When choak'd by ſinking banks, no more appear, 
And ſhepherds only ſay, The mines were _ 1 | 
7 þ ” C . 


| Far from the joys that with my ſou 


Should ſore rich youth (if nature warm his heart, 
And all his does ſtand inform d with art); 
Here clear the caves, there ope the leading vein; 
The mines detected flame with gold again. 
Hoy yaſt „ how copious are thy new cg 
How ey'ry muſic varies in thy lines! 
Still, as 1 read, I feel my boſom beat, 
And riſe in raptures by another's hear. 
Thus in the wood, when ſummer dreſs'd the n. 
When Winilfor lent us tuneful hours of eaſos, 
Our ears the lark, the thruſh , the turtle bleſt 97 
And Philomela ſweeteſt o'er the reſt : F 
The ſhades reſound with ſong----O ſoftly tread, 
While a whole ſeaſon warbles round my head. 2 
This to my friend and when a friend inſpicess 
My ſilent harp its maſter's hand requires, | 
Shakes off the duſt, and makes theſe rocks reſound; 
For Fortune plac'd me in unfertile — a 
ree, 


From wit, from learning very far from thee. 
Here mois-gromn trees expand the ſtmalleſt leafy” . 
Here half an acre's corn is half a ſheafy ' 
Here hills with naked heads the tempeſt meer, 
Rocks at their ſides, and torrents at their foets £ 
Or lazy lakes, unconſcious of a flood, | 
Whoſe dull, brown Naias ever ſleep in mud. 
Yet here Content can dwell , and learned eaſe; 5 
A Friend delight me, and an Author pleaſez 
Ev'n here I ſing, when Pops ſupplies the theme, 
Shew my own love, tho” not increaſe his fame. 
aL. Parnell. 


+o Me POPE, on the publicin 
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His: comes, be a bid ey'ry Bard prepare 


h, tend his Car. 
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Great Sheffield's Muſe the long proceſſion heads, 
And throws a luſter o'er the pomp ſhe leads, 
Fiſt gives the Palm ſhe fir'd him to obtain, 
Crowns his gay brow , and ſhows him how to reign. 
| | Thus- 'oung- Alcides 5s by old Chiron taughr 5 
Was form'd. for all the miracles he wrought; 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
Pleas'd to behold the earneſt of a GGW. : 
But hark what ſhouts, what gath'ringerowds rejoice; 
Unſtain' d their praiſe by any venal voice, 5 
Such as th'Ambitious vainly think their due, 
When Proſtitutes, or needy Flatt'rers ſue. 
And ſee the Chief: before him laurels born, 
Trophies from undeſerving temples torn: 
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Here Rage enchain'd reluctant raves» and there 
Pale Envy, dumb, and ſickning with deſpair; 
Prone to the earth ſhe bends her loathing eye, 

' Weak to ſupport the blaze of majeſty, 

But what are they that turn the ſacred page, 

Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age?  —+ 
Intent they read, and all-enamour'd ſeem, Py 

As he that met his likeneſs in the ſtream : _ 
The Graces theſe; and ſee how they contend, 
Who moſt ſhall praiſe, who. beſt ſhall recommend. 

The Chariot now the painful ſteep aſcends 
The pœ us ceaſe; thy glorious labour ends. 

Here fix d, the bright eternal Temple ſtands, 

Its proſpect an unbounded view commands: _ 
Say, wondrous youth, what column vilt thou chuſe, 
What laurell'd Arch for thy triumphant Muſe? 

Tho each great Ancient court thee to his ſhrine, 
Tho'ev'ry Laurel thro the dome be thine; 

( From the proud Epic, down to thoſe that ſhade 
The gentler brow of the ſoft Tesbian maid) ) 
Go to the Good and Juſt, an awful train, 

Thy ſoul's delight and glory of the Fane: 5 

While thro'the earth thy dear remembrance flies, 
2 Sweet to the world, and grateful to the skies. 
5 EEE Simon Harcourt. 
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than of thoſe which are truly i ſo. . It there- 
re ſeems neceſſary to give ſome account 
C this. td of Poem "and it is my defs 2 to com- 
prixe in this Yort pe aper the 5 ance of thoſe nume. 
rous diſſertations = 1 15 ave 75 on t he ſub- 
Jett, without omitting any of of th eir rule es. in my oꝛun 


Favour. «You will alſo fd: ome points reconciled ; 


about which they ſeem to differ , and a few remarks 
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„ & DISCOURSE = -— 
celebrate their -own-felicity. From hence a Poem was 
invented, and afrerwards , improv'd to a perfect 
image of that happy time! which by giving us an 
. eſteem for the virtnes 2 a former age, might recom- 


mend them to the preſent. And ſince the life of ſhep- 
herds was attended with. more 5 than any 
other rural employment, the Poets choſe to introduce 
their perſons , from whomit receiv d the name of Paſ- 
„„ = T 7 7- „„ ET * 

A Paſtoral is an imitation ef the action of a Shep- 


＋ 


Herd; the form of this imitations dramatic, or nar- 


rative, or mix'd of both; the fable ſimple, the man- 
ners not too polite wor too ruſtic: The thoughts are 
plain, yet admit a little quickneſs and paſſion , but 


that ſhort and flowing: The wo humble, yet 


as pure as the language will afford ; neat , but not 


Norid; eaſy, and yet lively. In ſhort, the fable, 


manners, thoughts, and expreſſions, are full of the 


greateſt ſimplicity in nature. 


The complete charatter of this poem conſiſts in ſim- 


plicity, brevity , and delicacy; the two firſt of which 
render an eclogue natural, and the laſt delightful. 


If we would copy Nature, it may be uſeful to tale 


krbis conſideration along with as, that Paſtoral is an 


image of what they call the Golden age. So that we 
are not to deſcribe our Shepherds as Shepherds at this 
day really are, but as they may be conceiv'd then to 
have been; when a notion of quality was annex d to 
that name, and the beſt of men follow'd the employ- 
ment. To carry this reſemblance yet farther, that 
air of piety to the Gods ſhould ſhine thro' the Poem, 


hich ſo viſibly appears in all the works of antiquity: 


And it ourht to preſerve ſome reliſh of the old way 
of writing; the conections ſhould be looſe, the nar- 


rations and deſcriptions ſhort , and the periods conciſe. 


Tet it is not ſufficient that the ſentences only be brief. 
the whole Eclogue ſhould be ſo too. For we cannot 


ſuppoſe Poetry to have heen the buſineſs of the ancient 


Shep- 


PASTORAL POETRY. * 
Shepherds, but their recreation at vacant hours. 
But with a reſped to the preſent age, nothing more 
tonduces to make theſe compoſures natural, than when 
ſome knowledge in rural affairs is diſcover'd. This 
may be malle to appear rather done by chance than on 
deſign, and ſometimes is beſt ſhewn by inference ; leſt - 
by too much ſiudy to ſeem natural, we deſtroy the 
delight. For what is inviting in this ſort of poetry 
(as Fontenelle obſer ves) proceeds not ſo much from 
the idea of a country life itſelf, as from that of its 
tranquillity. We muſt therefore uſe ſome illuſion to 
Wa a Paſtoral delightful; and this conſiſts in ex- 
poſing the beſt ſide _ of a Shepherd's life, and in 
concealing its miſeries. Nor is it enough to introduce 
ER: diſcourſing together, but a regard muſt be 
had to the ſubjett, that it contain ſome particular 
beauty in itſelf, and tbat it be different in every Ec 
logue. Beſides, in each of them a deſigu d ſcene or 
proſpect is to be preſented to our view , which ſhould 
likewiſe have its variety. This variety is obtain'a in 
a great degree by frequent 7 » drawn from 
the moſt agreeable obſects of the country; by interra- 
gations to things inanimate; by beautiful digreſſuons , 
but. thoſe ſhort ; ſometimes by inſiſting a little on cir- 
cumſtances; and laſtly by elegant turns on the words, 
which render the numbers extremly ſweet and plea- | 
fing. As for the numbers themſelves, tho they be pro- 
perly of the herioc meaſure , they ſhould be the ſmoa= 
theſt , the moſt eaſy and flowing imaginable. ©" 
It is by rules like theſe that we ought to judge of 
Paſtoral, And ſince the inſtructions given for any 
art are to be deljver'd as that art is in perfection, 
they muſt of neceſſity be deriv'd from thoſe in whom 
it is acknowieds'd ſo to be. Iis therefore from the 
raftice of Theocritus and Virgil, (the only undiſpu- 
ted authors of Paſtoral ) that the Criticks have drawn 
the foregoing notions concerning it. 
Theocritus excells all others in nature and ſimpli- 
. a 0 5 ; : "+ S514 > IJ". EA A 3 2 * city 
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city. The ſubjects of his Idyllia are Purely paſtoral, 
but he is not ſo exact in his perſons, having introdu- 

ced Reapers and Fiſhermen as well as Shepherds. Heis 
apt tobe long in bis deſcriptions ,of which that of the Cup 
in the firſt Paſtoral is a remarkable inſtance. In theſman- 
ners he ſeems a litth defective, for bis Swains are 
ſometimes abuſive and immodeſt , and perhaps too 
much inclining to ruſticity; for inſtance , in his fourth 
and fifth Idyllia. But tis enough that all others 
learn'd their excellencies from him, and that his Dia- 
left alone has a ſecret charm in it which no other 
eould ever attain. = . | 


Virgil who copies Theocritus , refines upon. his ori- 
ginal: and in all points where judgment has the 
Principal part, is much ſuperior to his maſter. Tho" 
ſome of his ſulijects are not paſtoral in themſelves, 
but only ſeem to be ſuch; they bave a wonderful va- 
riety in them which the Greek was à ſtranger to. 
He exceeds him in _regularity and brevity, and falls 
ſhort of him in nothing but ſimplicity and propriety 
of ſtyle; the firſt of which perhaps was the fault of his 
age and the laſt of his language. 


* » * 


Among the moderns, their ſucceſs has been greateſt 
who have moſt endeavour'd to make theſe ancients 
their pattern. The moſt conſiderable. genius appears 

in the famous Taflo, and our Spenſer. Taſſo in his 
Aminta has as far extcelld all the Paſtoral writers, 
as in his Gieruſalemme he has outdone the Epic Poets 
of his country. But as this piece ſeems to have been 
the original of a new ſort of poem, the Pafloral Co- 
medy , in Italy , it cannot ſo well be conſider d as a 
copy of the ancients. Spenſer's Calender, in Mr. 
Dryden's opinion, is the moſt complete work of this 
kind which any Nation has produc d ever ſince the 
time of Virgil. Not but he may be thought imper- 
feet in ſome few points. His Eclogues are-ſomewhat 
too long, if we compare them with the ancients. . He 
is ſometimes too allegorical, treats matters of religion 


— 


PASTORAL POETRY. 7 
in a paſtoral ſtyle as Mantuan had done before him. 


l ; He has employ'd the lyric meaſure , Which is contra- 


ry to the ice of the old Poets. His Stanza is not 


ill the ſame, nor always well choſen. This laſt may 


be the reaſon his expreſſion is ſometimes nos ce 
enough: for the Terraſtic has oblig'd him to extend his 
_ ſenſe to the length of four lines, which would have 
been more cloſely confin'd in the Couple. 
n the manners, thoutthts, es characters, he comes 
near Theocritus bimfelf'; tho“ notwithſtanding all 
the care he has taken, he is certainly inferior. in 
his dialeſt: For the Doric bad its beauty and pro- 
priety in the time of Theocritus; it was uſed in part of 
Greece, and frequent in the mouths of many of the 
greateſt perſons ; whereras the old Englilh and coun- 
try phraſes of Spenſer were either obſolete , or ſpoken 
enly by people of the baſeſt condition. As there is a 
difference betwixt ſimplicity and ruſticity , ſo the ex- 
_ preſſion of ſimple thoughts ſhould be plain, but not 
clowniſh. - The addition be has made of a Calendar 
to his Eclogues is very beautiful; ſince by this, beſides 
that general moral of innocence and ſimplicity, which 
is common to other authors of Paſioral, he has one 
peculiar to himſelf; he compares human liſe to the 
ſeveral ſeaſons „ and, at once expoſes to his readers a 
view of the great and little worlds, in their various 
changes and aſpects. Yet the ſcrupulous diviſion of his 
Paſtorals into Months, has oblig d him either to re- 
peat the ſame deſcription , in other words for three 
months together; or when it was exhauſted before, 
entirely to omit it: whence it comes to paſs that ſome 


oe his Eclogues (as the ſixth, eighth, and tenth for 


example] have nothing but their Titles to diflinguiſh 
them. The reaſon is evident , becauſe the year has 
not that variety in it to furniſh every month with a 
particular deſcription, as it may every ſeaſon, 
Of the following Eclogues 1 ſhall only ſay, that 
theſe four comprehend all the * which the Cri- 
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8 A DISCOURSE We: 


tics upon Theocritus & Virgil will allow tobe fit fot 


Paſtoral: That they have as much variety of deſerip- 


tion, in reſpect of the ſeveral ſeaſons, as Spenſer s: 


That in order to add to this variety, the ſeveral 


zimes: of the day are obſerved , the rural employ- 


ments in each ſeaſon or time of day, and the ru- 
ral ſcenes or places proper to ſuch employments; not 


Without ſome regard to the ſeveral ages of man, and 


_ tbe different paſſions proper to each age. 


But after all, if they have nny merit, it is to be 
attributed to ſome good old Authors, whoſe works as 


I had leiſure to ſtudy, fo I hope J have not wanted 


r 40 imitate. 


SPRING. 


1 
88 OIL 


|S P R IN G. 


THE 


FIRST PASTORAL. 


＋ 0 
Sir WILLIAM T banal. 
| Fer in N Raserei ſylvan ſtrains, | 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Mindſor's bliſsful plains; 
Fair Thames flow gently from thy ſacred ſpring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes ſling; 
Let vernal airs thro? ry oſiers play, 
And Albion's cliffs reſound the rural lay. 

You, that too wiſe for pride, too good for pow'r 7 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And carying with you all the world can boaſt, 

Io all the world illuſtriouſſy are loſt! 
O let my Muſe her ſlender reed inſpire, __. 
Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre: 
So when the Nightingale to reſt removes, | 
The Thruſh may chant to the forſaken groves, 


>, But charm'd to ſilence, liſtens while ſhe fi ings, 
And all th' aerial audience clap their wings. 
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z And laviſh Nature paints t 


10 PASTORALS. 
Daphnis and Strephon to the ſhades retir'd , 


| * 


Boch warm d by Love, and by the Muſe inipird; 
Freſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon Fair, 


In flowry vales they fed their fleecy care. 

And while Aurora gilds the mountain's fide: 

Thus Daphnis ſpoke, and Strephow thus reply de 

: V 
Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy ſpray , 

With joyous muſic wake the dawning day ! | 

Why fit we mute when early Linnets ſing , 

When warbling Philomel ſalutes the ſpring ? 

Why fit we fad when chats. 0, ſhines ſo clear, 

e purple year? TH 3 
STREPHON. 


Sing then , and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain 5 
While yon'flow Oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 


Here on green banks the bluſhing vi'lets glow; 
Here weſtern winds on breathing roſes blow. © 


I'll ftake my lamb that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 
8 D 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 
And ſwelling cluſters bend the curling vines: 


Four figures riſing from the work appear, 
The various Seaſons of the rowling year; 


And what is that, which binds the radiant sky, 


Where twelve bright Signs in beauteous order lie. 
| | DAMON... 
Then ſing by turns, by turns the Muſes ſing, 


Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daiſies ſpring ; 


Begin, the yales ſhall echo to the ſound. 
| l STRFPHON. 


Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground: 


PNS 

TAE. 

© Inſpire me, Phabus in my Belia's praiſe 
ich Waller's ſtrains, or Grazville's moving lays! 
A milk-white bull ſhall at dur altars ſtand, Bo 
That threats a fight, and ſpurns the riſing ſand, 
EEE 

O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 

And make my tongue victorioũs as her eyes; 

No lambs or theep for victims I'll impartr, 

Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the Shepherds heart. 

STEEPHWMMR 8 
Me 8 Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then hid in ſhades, eludes her eager ſwain; 

But feigns a laugh, to ſee me ſearch arround, _ | 

Arid by that laugh the willing fair is found. 235 b 
._ og Sylvia trips along the green, 

Fhe runs, but — 1 Pune not run unſeen; 
While a kind glance at her r M 
How much at variance are her feer and eyes! 

S TRE PHH ON. 
Ober golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 

And trees n on the banks of Po; 


Bleſt Thames's ſhores the brighteſt beauties yield, 
Feed here my lambs, I'll ſeek no diſtant field. 
e BA 
Celeſtial Venus haunts 1dalia's groves; 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves; 


If Windſor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, _ 5 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Mindſor ſnade. 


STREPHON. 
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S TRE HO N. | 
All nature mourns, the skies relent in ſhow'rs, ' 
Huſh'd are the birds, andclos'd the drooping flow'rsz 
If Delia ſmile, the flow'rs begin to ſpring, - 
The skies to brighten , and the birds to ſing. 
DAPHNIS. 5 
All nature laughs, the groves freſh honours wear? 
The Sun's mild luſtre warms the vital air: 
If Sylvia ſmiles, new glories gild the ſhore, _ 
And vanquiſh'd nature ſeems ro charm no more. 


STREPHON, 


In fpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 

At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; forc'd from Delia's ſight, | 

Nor plains at morn, nor grovesat noon delight, 


DAPH NIS. 
Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day, 


Ev'n ſpring diſpleaſes, when ſhe ſhines not here, 
But bleſt with her, tis ſpring throughout the year, 


8 T RE 


Say, Shepherd, ſay, in what glad ſoil appears 
A wond'rous Free that ſacred Monarchs bears? 
Tell me but this, and I'll diſclaim the prize, 
And giye the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's eyes. 

„ ——-: 
| Nay tell me firſt, in what more happy fields 
The Thiſtle ſprings, to which the Lilly yields? 

And then a nobler prize I will reſign, 
For Sylyia, charming Sylvia, ſhall be thine, 


5 


— 


3 
| "Io 


DAMON 


 PASTORALS” ma 
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_ Ceaſe to contend, for ( Daphnis) I decree.” 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee: 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in ev'ry grace excel; 
Bleſt Nymphs , whoſe Swains thoſe graces ſing ſo well! 
Now riſe and haſte to yonder woodbine bow'rs, 
A ſoft retreat from ſudden vernal ſhow'rs; 


Ihe turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown'd, 


While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets around, 
For ſee ! the gath'ring flocks to ſhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhow'rs deſcend, 


POSI III EIS LI Y 


SECOND PASTORAL, 
re Dr GARE ob, 


A faithful ſwain, whom Love had taught to ſing, 
Bewail'd his fate beſide a ſilver ſpring 3 | 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro'verdant foreſts, & thro flow'ry meads. 
There while he mourn'd the ſtreams forgot to flow 
The flocks around a dumb compaſſion ſhow, _ 
The Naiads wept in ey'ry-wat'ry bow'r, | 
And Jove conſented in a ſilent ſhow'r. 5 
| TD „ :.. ACCOPE 
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Accept, O Garth, the Muſe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays, . 
Hear what from Love unptactis d hearts endure , 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure ! 
Je ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 
Defence from Phubus, not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deat I ſing, 


The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring 


Ev'n hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 


Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 
The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree , 


They parch'd yith heat, and | enflam'd hy hee. 


The ſultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. . 
Where ſtray ye Muſes; in what lawn or grove ;. 
While your Alexis pines in hopeles love! 
In thęſe fair fields where ſacred Iſis glides, 
Or elfe where Cam his winding vales divides? 


As in the cryſtal ſpring I view my face, 


Freſh riſing bluſnes paint the wat'ry glaſs; _ 
But ſince thoſe graces pleaſe thy ſight no more 


1 ſhun the fountains which I ſought before. 


Once I was skill'd in ey'ry herb that grew, 


: 4775 ey Plane that drinks the morningdey ; 
| e | 


1 wretc epherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other ſwains attend the rural care, 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer RS ſhare, 
But nigh that mountain let me tune my lays, , 
Embrace my love, and bind my brows with bays. 


That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 


Inſpir'd when living, and bequeath'd in death; 
He ſaid; Alexis, take this pipe, the ſame 


That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name -- 


But now the reeds ſhall hang on yonder tree, 


For ever ſilent, ſince deſpis d by thee. 


Oh ! were I made by ſome transforming pow'r 
The captive bird that ſings within thy bow'r! 1 
8 %%ͤöð oõ⁶”]à1C And 


| When weary 


PASTORALS : © | 
Then might my voice thy liſtning ears employ , 
And I thoſe kiſſes he fo Frog pe Brab | 1 N 5 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 

Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſongs 
Ihe Nymphs forſaking ev'ry cave and ſpring, 
Their early fruit, and milk · white Turtles bring, 
Each am'rous Nymph prefers her Frs in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beſtow': again! 
For you the ſwains the faireſt flow'rs deſign, 
And in one garland all their beauties joinz; _ 

| N the wreath which you deſerye alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 

Seg what 5 in ſylvan ſceges appear: 
Deſcending Gods have found Elyzium hefe. 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis ſtray d, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt-ſnhade. 

Come, lovely Nymph, and bleſs the ſilent hours; 
When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly bowirsz 
ors quit tae (jery Bgld,,- > 7 - 
And crown'd with corn, their thanks'ts Ceres yield. 
This harmleſs grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my bueaſt-the ſerpent love abides,- * 
Here bees from bloſſonis ſip the roſy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no Fenn but you. 
Some God conduct you to theſe bliſsful ſeats, -- 

The molly fountains, and the green retreats! _ 

W here-e'er you walk,.cgol gales ſhall fan ahe glade, 
Trees, where you fit, ſhall crowd into a ſhade, - 
W here-c'er you tread, the bluſhing ſſow xs ſhallaiſe, 
And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 
Oh! how. I long with you to paſs my days, 
Invoke the Muſes » AN ręſound yaur praiſe; © 
"Your praiſe the birds ſhall chant in ey'ry grove, 
And winds ſhall waft it to the Pow xs above. 
But would you ſing, and rival Orpheus ſtrain, 

| The wond' ring fareſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 
| The moying mountains hear che pow;rful call, 
And headlong ſtreams hang liſt ning in their * 
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But ſee, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 
To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks remove, 
Ye Gods! and is there no relief for love! 

But ſoon the Sun with milder rays deſcends 

To the cool ocean, where his journey ends; 
On me love's fiercer flames for ever prey, + 
By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. | 


SLDSDSRSSUDSUSSUDIUS 
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THIRD PASTORAL: 
' To Mr. WICHERLEY. 


8 the ſhade a ſpreading Beech diſplays, 
Hylas and Zg0n ſung their rural lays, —- . 
To whoſe complaints the lif'ning foreſts bend, 
While one his Miſtreſs mourns and one his Friend: 

Ye Mantuan Nymphs, your ſacred ſuccour bring; 
. Hylas and Ægon's rural lays I ſing. | 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus wit inſpires. 
The art of Terence; and Menqnder's fire,  _ 


* „ 


Whoſe ſenſe inſtructs us, and whoſe humour charms, | 
Whoſejudgment ſways us, and whoſe rapture warms? 
Attend the Muſe, tho' low her numbers be, 
She ſings of friendſhip, and ſhe ſings to thee. 
Now ſetting Phoebus ſhone ſerenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ſtreak d with purple ſights - 
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When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan 
Taught rocks to weep , & made the mountains groat 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away Z. 
To Thyrſis' ear the tender notes convey ! | 
As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt love deplores, | 
And with deep murmurs fills the founding ſhores; 
Thus, far from Thyrſis, to the winds I mourn _ 
Alike unheard, unpity'd and forlorn. 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along! 
For him the feather'd quires neglect their ſong; 
For him the Limes their pleaſing ſhades deny . 
For him the Lillies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flow'rs that droop, forfaken by the ſpring, 
Le birds, that left by ſummer , ceaſe to ling, _ 
Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love? _ 
Go, gentle gales; and bear my ſighs away. _ 
Curs'd be the fields that cauſe my Thyrfis' ſtays 
Fade ev'ry bloſſom, wither ev'ry tree,  _ 
Die ev'ry flow'r, and periſh all, but he, 
What have I ſaid? ---where-eer my Thirſis flies; 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flow'rs arifezs _ 
Let opening roſes knotted oaks adorn, 
And liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 5 
So, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs along!” _ 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev ning ſong, 
The winds to breathe, the waying woods to move 
And ſtreams to murmur, eer I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubling fountains to the thirſty Swain, — 
Not balmy ſleep to lab'rers faint with pain, 
Not ſhow'rs to Larks, or ſunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half fo charming as thy ſight to we. 
Go, gentle gales; and bear my ſighs away? 
Come, Thyrſis, come, ah why this long delay? 
Fhro rocks and caves the name of Thyrſis ſounds, 
 Thyrſis, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. - 
| Ye Pow'rs, what pleaſing frenzy ſooths my mind? 
Doe lovers dream, or is my Shepherd kind? 
r c | 5 8 


* : 


He comes, my Shepherd comes. Now ceaſe my lay, 
And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my ſighs away! 
Next Agon ſung, while Windſor groves admir'd, 
Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what your ſelves inſpir d. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain | 
Of perjur d Doris, dying I complain? . 
Here where the mountains, leſs'ning as they riſe, 
Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the skies. 
While lab' ring Oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
In their looſe traces from the field retreat; 
While curling ſmoaks from village - tops are ſeen, 
And the fleet ſhades glide o'er the dusky green. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
Beneath yon' Poplar oft' we paſt the day: 
Oft' on the rind I cary'd her am'rous vows 
While ſhe with garlands grac'dthe bending boughs + 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away; 
So dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrain y 
Now bright Arcturus glads the teeming grain, 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches ſhine, _ 
And grateful cluſters ſwell with floods of wine 3 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grovez _ 
Juſt Gods! { Il all * yield returns but love? 
KReſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! 
The 1 „ Thy flocks are left 2 prey -—— 
Ah! what ayails it me, the flocks to keep, 3 
Who loſt my heart while I preſerv'd my theep. _ 
Pan came, and ask'd, what magic caus d my ſmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r to move! 
And is there magic but what dwells in love 7 
Reſound, ye hills, reſound my mournful ſtrains? 
III fly from ſhepherds, flocks , and flow'ry plains.--- 
From ſhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forſake mankind, and all the world - but love! 
I know thee Love! wild as the raging main, 
re fell than Tygers on the Lybian plain; = 
GEL: = 4 1 ou 
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eas ron mw 
Thou wert from Atna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born! 
Reſound , ye hills, reſound my mournful lay! : 
Farewell, ye woods! adieu, the light of day! 
One leap from yonder cliff ſhall end my pains. _ 
No more, ye hills, no more reſound my ſtrains f 
Thus ſung the ſhepherdstill th'approach of night, 
The skies yet bluſhing with departing light, - © 
When falling dews with ſpangles deck'd the glade , 
And the low Sun had lenghten'd ev'ry ſhade. _ 
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FOURTH PASTORAL. 


. To the Memory of Mrs. TEMPEST: 


Hyrſis, the muſickof that murm ring ſpring, 
Is not ſo mournfulas the ſtrains you ſing. 
Nor rivers winding thro' the vales below., 
So ſweetly warble, or ſo ſmoothly flow.  _ 
Now fleeping flocks on their ſoft fleeces lie, 
The moon, ſerene in glory, mounts the sk), 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays * 
Oh ſing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praiſe F _ * 


oe THYRSIS: 


—— 


8 - PASTORAELS 
J 

Behold the groves that ſhine with filyer froſt; 
Their beauty wither' d, and their verdure loft. 
Here ſhall 1 try the ſweet Alexis ſtrain 
That call'd the liſt'ning Dryads to the plain? | 

| Thames heard the numbers as he flow'd along, 
And bade his willows learn the moving ſong. 
5 "HSLCLIDAS.. 5 
So may kind rains their vital moiſture yield, 

And ſwell the future harveſt of thy field. 

Begin; this charge the dying Daphne gave, | 
And ſaid; © Ye Shepherds, ſing around my graye ? 
18 » While beſide the ſhaded Tomb I mourn, 

And with freſh bays her rural ſhrine adorn. 


<THY RS Id 


Te gentle Muſes leave your. cryſtal ſpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs garlands bring; 
| Ye weeping Loves, the ſtream with myrtles hide, 
And break your bows , as when Adonis dy d; 
And with your golden darts, now uſeleſs grown , 
Inſcribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone : | 
„ Let Nature change, let heay'n and earth deplore, 
„ Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more! 
"Tis done, and Nature's various charms decay; 
See gloomy clouds obſcure the chearful day 
Now hung withjpearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 
See, where on earth the flow'ry glories lie; 5 
| With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah what avail the beauties Nature wore ? 
Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more; 
i For her, the flocks refuſe their verdant food. 
Nor thirſty heifers ſeek the gliding flood. 
The ſilver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, | 
In ſadder notes than when they ſing their 8 
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— PAST OR ALS. 5 
Echo no more the rural ſong rebounds, 

Her name alone the mournful Echo ſounds, . 

Her name with pleaſure once ſhe taught theſhore , 


Now Daphne's dead, and pleaſure is no more 
No grateful dews deſcend from ev'ning skies, 


Nor morning odours from the flow'rs ariſe. 


No rich perfumes refreſh the fruitful field, 
Nor fragant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, filent ſince her death, 
Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath. | 
Th' induſtrious bees negle& their golden ſtore; . 
Fair Daphne's dead, and ſweetneſs is no more! 
No more the mounting Larks, while Daphne ſings, 

Shall lining in mid air ſuſpend their wings; 
No more the Nightingales repeat her lays, a 
Or huſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays: 
No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear , -. 
A fweeter muſic than their own to hear; ES iN 

But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal ſhore, 
Fair Daphne dead, and muſic is no more! 

Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 

And told in ſighs to all the trembling trees; 
The trembling trees, in ev'ry plain and wood. 
Her fate remurmur to the ſilver flood; | 
The ſilver flood, ſo lately calm, appears 
Swell'd with new paſſion, and o'erflows with tears; 
The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more! 

But ſee! where Daphne wondring mounts on high, 
Above the clouds, above the ſtarry sky, | 
Eternal beauties grace the ſhining ſcene, 

Fields ever freſh, and groves for ever green! 
There while you reſt in Amaranthine bow'rs, 
Or from thoſe meads ſelect unfading flow'rs, 
Behold us kindly who your name implore, 
Daphne, our Goddeſs, and our grief no more! 
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How all things liſten, while thy Muſe complains! 
Such filence waits on Philomela's ſtrains, 

In ſome till ev'ning, when the whiſp'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees 
To thee, bright Goddeſs, oft? alamb ſhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes encreaſe my fleecy breed. - 
"While plants their ſhade, or flow'rs their odours give, 

Thy name, thy honour , and thy praiſe ſhall live? 


THYRSIS. 


See pale Orion ſheds unwholſome dews, 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 
Adieu ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams and groyes, 
Adieu ye ſhepherd's rural lays and loves, : 
Adieu my flocks, farewell ye ſylvan crew, 
Daphne farewell, and all the world adieu] 
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In imitation of VIRGIL's POLLIO. 


YE Nymphs of Solyma] begin the ſong. 
To heay'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains. belong. 
The moſſy fountains and the fylyan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th Aonian maids, 
Delight no more O thou my voice inſpire, 
Who touch'd Iſaiah's hallow'd Tips with fire / 
Rapt into future times, the Bard begun 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 
From (2) Feſſe's root behold a branch ariſe, 
W hoſe ſacred flow'r with fragrance fills the skies. 
Th* Ethereal ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall moye, . 
And on its top deſcends the myſtic Dove. © 
Ye (5) heay'ns! from high the dewy nectar pour, 
And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhow'r! 
The (c) ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 
From ſtorms a ſhelter , and from heat a ſhade. _ 
All crimes {hall ceafe , and ancient fraud ſhall fail; 
Returning (4) Juſtice lift aloft her feale; © + 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 
(a) Ifaiah, cap. 11. N. l. (6) Cap. 4j. V. 8. 
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And white rob'd Innocence from heay'n deſcend, 

Swift fly the years, and riſe th'expe&ed morn! * 

Oh ſpring to light, auſpicious Babe, be born! 

See Nature haſtes her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 

With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 7 

See lofty (e] Lebanon his head advance, 

See nodding foreſts on the mountains dance, 

See.ſpicy. clouds from lowly Saron rife, - 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the skies! 

| Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſart chears; 
Prepare the (F) way! a God à God appears 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, _ 

The rocks proclaim th approaching Deity, . 

Lo Earth receives him from the bending skies! 

Sink down ye mountains, and ye vallies riſe: 

With heads declin'd, ye Cedars, homage payz - 

Be ſmooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way! 


The Saviour comes / by ancient Bards foretold;  - 


Hear (g) him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold! _ 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 
*Tis he th'obſirutted paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new muſic charm th' unfolding ear. 
The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego , 
And leap exulting like the bounding Roe. _ 
No ſigh no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off ey'ry tear. 
In (/) adamanting chains ſhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim Tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good (i] ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wandring ſheep directs, 
By day o'erſees them, and by night protects; 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, _ 
Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms ; 
(e) Cap. 35. V. 2. (Cap. 40. V. 3. 4. 
tg) Cap. 42. V. 18. Cap. 3 5. V. J. 6. 
(h) cap. A;. V. 8. (5) Cap. 45, V. 112: 


— % 
4 


Thus 


* 
* 
8 
5 
wo” 
* 
8 
Rs 
* 


LA 


PASTORALS. 25 


: Thus ſhall-mankind his guardian care engage, 


The promis'd (&) father of the future age. 
No more ſhall (J) nation againſt nation riſe, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 


Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover'd o'er, 


The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 


But uſeleſs lances into ſeythes ſhall bend, 5 
And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhare end. 


Then palaces ſhall rife z the joyful (m]) Son 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 1 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the field. 
The ſwain in barren I) deſarts with ſurprize 
Sees Lillies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe; 
And ſtarts, amidſt the thirſty wilds to hear 


New falls of water murm'ring in his ear: 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, ; 
The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 


Waſte ſandy (o) vallies, once perplex'd with thorn, 


The ſpiry firr and ſhapely box adorn 3 


To leafleſs ſhrubs the flow'ring palms ſucceed; :.-: 


And od'rous myrtle to the noiſome weed. (mead , 
The (ↄ) lambs with wolves ſhal! graze the verdant 


And boys in flow'ry bands the Tvger. lead; 


3 (0 Cap. 9. 5. 6. (1) cap. T2. V. 4. 
(8) Car. 65.3. 21. 22, (no Yup $5 Bo bs 7 
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And harmleſs () ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet, k 
The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take | 
The creſted Baſilisk and ſpeckled ſnake; 


Pleas'd the green luſtre: of the ſcales ſuryey , play, 


The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall meet, 


And with their forky tongue and pointleſs ſting ſhall 

Riſe, crown'd with lighr, imperial (r) Salemriſe! / 

Exalt thy tow'ry head, and litt thy eyes! 
e 8 1 | See, 


(%) Cap. 41. J 19. and Cap. 55. V. 13. 
(p) Cap. 11. V, 6, 7, 8. (q) Cap. 65. V. 25. 
) Ae 9 M4 "30 - | | : 
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See a long (5) race thy ſpacious courts adorn; 
See future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 

In crouding ranks on ev ry fide ariſe , 
Demanding life, impatient for the skies! 
See barb'rous (2) nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy Temple bend; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with poſtrate Kings, 
And heap'd with products of (v Sabæan ſprings! | 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And feeds of gold in Ophyr's mountains glow. 
See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay , 
And break upon thee in a flood of day! 
No more the _ (w) Sun ſhall gild the morn, 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her ſilver horn, 
But loft, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 
One tyde of glory, one unclouded blaze | 
 O'erflow thy courts: The Light himſelf ſhall fhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine! 3 
The (x) ſeas ſhall waſte, the skies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away; 
But fix d his word, his ſaving pow'r remains; 
Thy Realm for ever laſts, thy own Meſſiah reigns!- 
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(5) Cap. 5 Ay (t) Cap. 60. . 3. 1 
(v) Cap. 60. V. 6. (uw) Cap. 60. V. 19, 20. 
(x) Cap. 51. V. 6. and Cap. 54. V. 10. 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


which foretell the coming of Chriſt and the ſelici- 
ties attending it, I could not but obſerve a remar- 
kable parity between many of the thoughts, and thoſe 
in the Pollio of vo This will not ſeem ſurpri- 
zing when we reflec, that the clogue was taten 


From a Sybilline prophecy on the ſame ſubjett. One 


may judge that Virgil did not copy it lineby line, but 


ſelected ſuch Ideas as beſt agreed with the nature of 


paſtoral poetry , and diſpoſed them m that manner 
which ſeruv'd moſt to beautify his piece. I have en- 
deavour'd the ſame in this imitation of him, tho 
without admitting any thing of my own ; ſince it 
was written with this particular view , that the reader 
by comparing the ſeveral thoughts might ſee how far 
the images and deſcriptions of the Prophet are ſuperior 
to thoſe of the Poet. But as I fear I have prejudiced 


them by my management, I ſhall ſubjoin the paſſages + 


of Iſaiah, and thoſe of Virgil, under the ſame diſad- 
vantage of a literal tranſlation. | | 


| 3 
A Virgin ſhall concei ve All crimes ſhall ceaſe, &c. 
2, ia 6. E 

Jam redit & Virgo, redeunt Saturniaregna, _ 
Jam nova progenies cœlo demittitur alto·—- 
Te duce, {i qua manent ſceleris veſtigia noſtri, 
Irrita perpetua ſolvent formidine terras 
Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 


Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of 
Saturn returns, now a new Progeny is ſent gown 
* * : | : 4 ; from 


+ b 


| 


+ 
1 
140 
th 
£43 
i} 
Ui 
| 
1 
1 
11 
bl! 
j 1 
is ; 


2 
: 
1 
1 
11 
} £8 — 
. 
+8 
* '$ 4 
i Y * 
1 
3 
11 
19 | 
1 36 
F + 
| 1 
iY i 
— 1 
* i 
1 
4 
7 ( 
x 
1 
1 
x 
"Ft 
Ls 


— - gg TT 
— — — — — 


5 —— RU Te — r 


rthee. 


As 
from high heaven. By means of thee , whatever re» 


liques of our crimes remain , (hall be wip'd away , 
aud free the world from perpetual ſears. He ſhall. 


. govern the earth in peace, with the virtues of his 


* 


Father. 3 | 


Isaran, Ch. 7. V. 114. 8 
Behold a Virgin ſhall conceive , and bear a Son 


Ch 9 V. 6, 7. Unto us a Child is born, unto us 


a Son is given; The Prince of Peace : of the increaſe 
of his government , and of bis peace , there (hall be 
no end: Upon the Throne of David, and upon his 
Kingdom, to order and to ſtabliſh it, with judg». 
ment, and with juſtice , for ever and ever. 


See Nature haſtes, &c. 
EO. -  VanG Ec #: 15: | 
At tibi prima, puer, nullo munuſcula cultu, 
Errantes hedæras paſſim cum baccare tellus, 
— ridenti colocaſia fundet acantho--- 


bi . I pſa ti i blandos fundent cunabula flores. 


For thee , O Child, ſhall the earth, without being 
zilled , produce early offerings ; winding Ivy , wit 
Baccar, and Colocaſia mixed with ſmiling Acanthus. 
Thy Cradle ſhall pour forth pleaſing flowers about 
.;. I $AlAHs Ch. 3. . ; 1 5 
The wilderneſs and the ſolitary place ſhall be glad, 


and the deſert ſhall rejoice and bloſſom as the roſe, 
Ch. 60. V. 13. The glory of Lebanon ſhall come 


unto thee , the firr-tree , and the box together, to 
beautify the place of thy Santtuary. TO. 
Hark! a glad Voice, &c.] 
: Vir. E. 4. V. 48. | 
Aagredere 0 magnos,aderit jam tempus honores 
Cara Deum ſoboles, magnum ſovis inerementum. 
Ipſi lætitia voces ad ſydera jactant | 
J io 


PASTORALS. 129 
Intonſi montes, ipſæ jam carmina rupes, 
Ipſa ſonant arbuſta, Deus, Deus ille Menalca! 
Oh come and receive the mighty honours : The 
time draws nh , O beloved offspring of the Gods 
O great excreaſe of Jove! The uncultivated mountains 
fend ſhouts of joy ta the ſtars, the very rocks ſing in 
verſe , the very ſhrubs gry out, A God, a Gd! 


| ISAIAAS, Cle 40 Vo gage © L 
- The voice of him that crieth in the wilderneſs 
Prepare qe the way of the Lord ! make ſtrait in the 
deſert a high way for our God | Every valley ſhall 
| be exalted , and every mountain and hill ſhall be 
made low, and the crooked ſhall be made ſtrait , and 
the rough places plain. Ch. 4 Y. 23. Break forth 
into ſinging, ye mountains! O foreſt, and every tres 
therein! for the Lord hatb redeemed IIrael. 


The Swain in barren deſerts, &c. I 

” 7 VIRG. E. 4. V. 28. 
Molli paulatim flaveſcet campus ariſta, 
Incultiſque rubens pendebit ſentibus uva. 
Et duræ quercus ſudabunt roſcida mella. 


The. field ſhall grow yellow mith ripen'd ears, and 
the red grape (hall hang upon the wild brambles , and 
the hard Oaks ſhall diſtill honey like dew. 

n ie 35. 3. was 3 
The parched ground (hall become a pool, and the 
thirſty land ſprings of water : In the babitations 
where dragons lay , ſhall be graſs, and reeds and 
ruſhes. Ch. 55. V. 13. Inſtead of the thorn ſhall 
come up the firr- tree, and inſtead of the briar ſhall 
come np the myrile-meh. 7 88 
The lambs with. wolves, &cc.] 
| Vine. E. 4. V. 21. 
Ipſæ latte domum referent diſtenta capellæ 
bbera, nec magnos metuent armenta leones--- 
„ | - Occidet 
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30 PAS TOR ALS. 
Oecidet & ſerpens, & fallax herba venent 
Occidet.— 


The goats ſhall "IO to the fold theirs udders di gended 


abith milk: nor (hall the herds be afraid of the grea- 


feſt lions, The ſerpent ſhall die; and the herb that 
conceals poiſon ſhall die, 


IS ATIAEH, Ch. 11. Y. 16, &c. | 
The wolf ſhall dwell with thelamb , and the leopard 
ſhall lie down with the kid , and the calf and the 


Jatling together; and 7 little child ſhall lead them--- 


And the lion ſhall eat flraw like the ox. And the 
ſucking child ſball play on the hole ho aſp » and the 
weaned child ſhall put bis hand on the — of the | 
Cockatrice. 


Riſe crown'd with light, 4 1 
The thoughts that follow to the end of the Poem, 
are wonderfully elevated, and much above thoſe 
general exclamations of Virgil whieh make the lof. 
tieſt parts of his Pollio. 


Magnus ab integro ſeclorum ir do 
toto ſurget gens aurea mundo! 
---incifient magni procedere menſes: 

* © Aſpice, venturo letentur ut omnia ſeclo c. 


The reader needs only turn to the of eh of 
Iſaiah , as they are cited in the e the _ 
Ging Eclogue. 


oy. 
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 THEMERCHANT'S TALE; 


HERE liv'din Lombardy, as Authors write, 
ln days of old, a wiſe and worthy Knight; 
Ot gentle manners, as of gen'rous race, N 
Bleſs'd with much ſenſe, more riches, and ſome grace. 
Yet led aſtray by Venus ſoft delights, 5 
He ſearce could rule ſome idle appetites? 

For long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they cou'd,. 

Meak ſinful laymen were but fleſn and blood. 
Baut in due time, when ſixty years were o'er, 
He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more. 10 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, | 
Or dotage turn'd his brain. is hard to find; 
But his high courage prick d him forth to wed, 
And try the pleaſures of a lawful bed. _ 
ERS 1 =o Thi 


CEC 

This was his nightly dream, his daily care, 25 
And to the heav'nly pow'rs his conſtant pray r, 
Once, cer he dy'd, to taſte the bliſsful life | 

Of a kind husband and a loving wife. 
Theſe thoughts he fortify'd with reaſons ſtill, 
For none want reaſons to confirm their will) 
Grave Authors ſay, and witty Poets ſing, 27 
That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing: 
But depth of judgment moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely weds in his maturer years. ”- 
Then let him chule a damſel young and fair, 25 
To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 
To ſooth his cares, and free from noiſe and ſttife 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 
Let ſinful batchelors their woes deplore, 
Full well they merit all they feel, and mbre: 38 
 Unaw'd by precepts, human or divine, 

Like birds and beaſts promiſcuouſly they join + 


or know to make the prefent bleſſing laſt, 5 
hope the future, or eſteem the paſt; 
But vainly boaſt the joys they never try'd, 35 


And find divulg'd the fecrets they wonld hide. 
The marfy'd man may bear his yoke with eaſe, 
Secure at once himſelf and heay'n to pleaſe, 
And paſs his inoffenſive hours away, — * 
In bliſs all night, and innocence all day- 40 
Tho' fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe remains, 
* his joys, or mitigates his pains. = 
But what ſo pure, which envioustongues will ſpare? 
Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. ; 
Wich matchleſs impudence they ſtile a wife 45 
The dear-bought curſe, and lawful plague of life; 
A boſom-ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, SE. 

A night- invaſion, and a midday-devil. 

Let not the wiſe theſe ſland'rous words regard, 
But curſe the bones of ev'ry lying Bard. 0 
All other goods by S e are giyn, 
A Wife is the peculiar gift of heay'ms 


. 


[2 


Vain 


Vain fdrtune's fayeurs, never at a ſtay; 
Like empty ſhadows, paſs and glide away; 


One ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 55 


Abundantly ſupplies us all our life: „ 
. ( if thoſe who try fay true) - 


As long as heart can wiſh----and longer too. 
_ - Our grandſire Adam, ere of Eve, poſſeſs d, 
Alone, and ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs d, 
With mournful looks the bliſsful ſcenes ſuryey'd , 
And wander'd in the folitary ſhades - 
The Maker ſaw, took pity, and beſtow'd* 
Woman » the laſt the beſt reſerve of God, 


A Wife! ah genes Deities, canihe.> ' : 565 


That has a wife, e' er feel adverſny? . 
err men bur follow what the ſex adviſe,. 


things would proſper „all the world grow wiſe. 


"Twas by Rebecca aid that Jacob won 
His father's bleſſing from an elder ſons - 70 
Abuſive Nabal ow d his forfeit life „ 
Jo the wiſe. conduct of a prudent wife: 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow, -. 
Preſerv'd the Jews, and ſlew th Aſſyrian foe: 
At. Heſter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword . 


4 
5 1 
- 
59 
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N 7 5 
Was ſheath'd, and Iſrael liv'd to bleſs the Lord. 


. Theſe weighty motives, January the ſage 
Maturely ponder'd in his riper ag 
And charm'd with virtuous joys, and ſober life, 
Would try that chriſtian comfort, call'd a wife. 80 


His friends were ſummon'd on a point ſo nice, 


| 7 o paſs their judgment, and to give advice: 
ut fix; d before, and well reſolvd was hez + .. 
Ass men that ask advice are wont to be. 8 


Around the room, and figh'd before he ſpoke: . 
Beneath the weight of threeſcore years L bend, 
5 And worn with cares, am haſt' ning ro my end. 

How I have liv'd , alas! you know too well, 
In worldly follies, * I bluſh to tell; 96 


My friends, he cry'd, (and caſt a mournful loox 


1 
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ETETT 
But gracious Heav'n has op'd my eyes at hft, Eh: 0g 
With due'regret I view my vices paſt; 0 
And as the precept of the Church decrees, 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eaſe. A 
But firice by counſel all things ſhould be done, 95 
And many heads are wiſer ſtill than one. 
Chuſe you for me, who beft ſhall be content 
When my defire's approy'd by your conſent. 

One caution yet is needful to be told, 


To guide your choice; this wife muſt not be old: 1o⁰k 


There goes a ſaying, and 'twas ſhrewdly ſaid, 
_ Old fiſh at table, but young fleſh in bet. 
ſoul abhors the taſtleſs, dry embrace 
Of a ſtale virgin with a winter face; gy Te 
In that cold ſeaſon Love bur treats his gueſt 105 
With beanſtraw, and rough forage at the beſt, 
No crafty widows ſhall approach my bed; 
Thoſe are too wife for batchelors to wed 
As ſubtle clerks by many ſchools are made, 
Twice-marry'd dames are miſtreſſes o'th'trade. 110 
But young and tender virgins , rul'd with eaſe, 
We Now like wax, and mold them as we pleaſe. 
Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my ſenſe amiſs; - 
?Tis'what concerns my ſoul's eternal bliſs 3 12 
Since if E found no pleaſure in my ſpouſe, 115 
As fleſh is frail , and who (God help me) knows? 


Then ſhould 1 live in lewd adultery , 


And fink downright to Satan when I die. 
Or were | curſs d with an unfruitful bed, . 
The righreous end were loſt , for which I wed; 120 
To raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the,Pow'rs above, 
And not for pleaſure only, or for love. 
Think nor I doat; ”tis time to take a wife, 
When vig' rous blood forbids a chaſter lifes 
Thoſe that are bleſt with ſtore of grace divine, 125 
May live like Saints, by heav'ns conſent, and mine. 
And ſince 1 ſpeak of wedlock, let me ſay, , 
6 As, thank my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may by 
FE 5 „„ My 


C 7 


My limbs are active, ſtill l'm ſourid at heart, 
nd a' new vigour ſprings in ey'ry part. 130 
Think not my virtue loſt , tho' time has ſhed 
Theſe rev'rend honours on my hoary headz - _ 
Thus trees are crown'd with blofſoms white as ſnow, 
The vital ſap then riſing from below: 7 ve 
Old as I am, my luſty limbs appear 133 

Like winter greens, that flourilh all the year. 
Now, Sirs, you know to what 1 ſtand inclin'd, 
Let ev'ry friend with freedom ſpeak his mind. 
le faid; the reſt in diff rent parts divide, 
The knotty point was urg'd on either fide; 1486 
Marriage, the theme on which they alldeclaim'd, 
Some prais'd with wit, and ſome with reaſon blam d. 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wondrous poſitive, and wondrous wilt, 24 
There fell between his brothers a debate, 145 
Placebo this was call'd, and Juſtin that. 
_ Firſt to the Knight Placebo thus begun, 
(Mild were his looks, and pleaſing was his tone] 
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years: 1 30 
Yet you purſue ſage Solomon's advice, : 
To work by counſel when affairs are nice: 
But, with the Wiſeman's leave, I muſt proteſt ,5 5 
So may my ſoul artive at eaſe and reſt, & ne 
As {till I hold your own adyice the beſt, 517575 


Sir, I have liv'd a Courtier all my days, - 
And ſtudy'd men, their manners, and their Ways; 
And have obſery'd this uſeful maxim fill, 
To let my betters always have theit will. 
Nay, if my Lord affirm'd that black was white ; 160 
My word was this, Your honour's in the right. 
ITbaſſuming Wit, who deems himſelf ſo wife 
As his. miſtaken patron to adviſe, © _ 
Let him not dare to vent his dang'rous thought; 
A noble fool was neyer in a fault. tg? 


£ 


JJ AANMUA RY 

This, Sir „ affects not you, whoſe ey'ry word 

Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a Lord: 

Your will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 

Pleaſing to God, and ſhould be fo to Man; 

At leaſt, your courage all the world muſt praiſe, 170 

Who dare to wed in your declining days. | 

Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 

And let grey fools be indolently good, . 

Who paſt all pleaſure, damn the joys of ſenſe, 

With rey'rend dulneſs, and grave impotence. 175 
Juſtin, who filent fate, and heard the man, 


| Thus 7 with a philoſophic frown 3 began. * 


A heathen author, of the firſt degree, 
Who, tho' not faith, had ſenſe as well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt 180 

To thoſe of gen'rous principles, and juft, 
The venture's greater, I'll preſume to ſay, 
To 178 your perſon, than your goods away: 

And therefore, Sir, as you regard your reſt, 
Firſt learn your Lady's qualities at leaſt: 195 
Whether ſhe's chaſt or rampant, proud or civil; 
Meek as a Saint, or haughty as the Devil! 

Whether an eaſy, fond, familiar fool, 

Or ſuch a wit as no man e' er can rule. 


'Tis true, perfection none muſt hope to find 190 
In all this world, much leſs in woman kind; 


But if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, 

Bleſs the kind Fates, and think your fortune rare. 
Ah, genie Sir, take warning of a friend, 

Who knows too well the ſtate you thus eommend,; 195 
And, ſpight of all its praiſes , muſt declare, 

All he can find is bondage, coſt, and care. 
Heav'n knows, 1 ſhed full many a private tear, 
And ſigh in ſilence, leſt the world ſhould hear: 


While all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 200 


And ſwear. no mortal's happier ina wife; 
Demure and chaſte as any veſtal Nun, * 
The meekeſt creature that beholds the Sun 
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But, by th' immortal Pow'rs , I feel the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 205 

Do what you liſt, for me: you muſt be ſage, | | 
And cautious ſure; for wiſdom is in age I” 
But, at theſe years, to venture on the fair!! | | 
By him who made the ocean, earth, and air, & 
. To pleaſe a wife, when her occaſions call, 218 4 


* 


Would buſy the moſt vig rous of us all. 
And truſt me, Sir, the chaſteſt you can chuſe 0. 


Will ask obſervance, and exact her dues. | 

If what I ſpeak my noble Lord offend, | 4 

My tedious ſermon here is at an end. r 
'Tis well, tis wond'rous well, the Knight replies, {I 
"Moft worthy kinſman, faith you're mighty = E-. 

We, Sits, are fools; and muſt reſign * cauſe | 
To heath'niſh authors, proverbs; and old ſaws. 


He ſpoke with ſcorn, and turn'd another way; - | 

What does my friend, my dear Placebo ſay? 221 

I fay, quoth he, by heav'n the man's to blame, 

To ſlander wives, and wedlock's'holy name. 

Ar this, the council roſe, without delay; | 
Each in his own opinion, went his way; CS E 
With full conſent, that all diſputes appeas'd, . | 3 i 
Ihe Knight ſhould marry, when and where he pleas d. 3 
Who now but January exults with joy?  _ 11 

The charms of wedlock all his foul 3 EN : 


» 
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Fach nymph by turns bis wav'ring mind poſſeſt, 
And reign'd the ſhort liy'd tyrant of his breaſtz _ 
While fancy pictur'd ey'ry lively part, 23 


And each bright image wander d o'er his ben 
Thus, in ſome publick Forum fix d on high, 

A mirrour ſhows the figures moving by; 

Still one by one, in ſwift ſucceſſion, paſs 

The gliding ſhadows o'er the poliſh'd glaſs. 

This Lady's charms the niceſt cou'd not blame, 
But vile ſuſpicions had aſpers'd her fame; "IIS. > 
That was with ſerſe, bur not with virtue, bleſt 3 


© 


z 


And one had grace; that wanted all the reſt, 
* FF . > > > => IY =» 4 : 


Thus 
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CCT 
Thus doubting long what nymph he ſhou d obey , 
He fix'd at laſt upon the youthful May. © . 
Her faults he knew not, Love is always blind , 
But ey'ry charm reyoly'd within his mind 245 
Her tender age, her form divinely fair, 
Her eaſy motion, her attractive air, : 
Her ſweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 
Her moving ſoftneſs, and majeſtic grace. 

Much in Nis prudence did our Knight rejoice, 
And thought no mortal could diſpute this choice: 
Once more in haſte he ae ev'ry friend, 
And told them all, their pains were at an end. 
Heay'n, that (ſaid he) inſpir'd me firſt to wed, 
Provides a conſort worthy of my bed; 23575 
Let none oppole th'election, ſince on this 

Depends my quiet, and my future bliſs. 

A Dame there is, the darling of my eyes, 
Voung, beauteous, artleſs, innocent, and wiſe; 
Chaſte, tho' not rich, and tho' not nobly born, 4 
Of honeſt parents, and may ſerye my turn. 26 
Her will I wed, if gracious heay'n ſo pleaſe 3 mo 
To paſs my age in lande and eaſe: ” 
nd thank the Powers, I may poſſeſs alone L 
The lovely prize, and ſhare my bliſs with none! =» 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 266 
My joys are full, my happineſs is ſure. 

One only doubt remains; full oft” I've heard, 
By Caſuiſts grave, and deep Divines averr'd; 


=: That tis too much for human race to know 270 
- The bliſs of heav'n above, and earth below. 
| Noc ſhould the nuptial pleaſures prove fo great, 
| To match the bleſſings of the future ſtate, 


Thoſe endleſs joys were ill exchang'd for theſe ; 
Then clear this doubt, and ſer my mind ar eaſe. 
This Juſtin heard, nor could his ſpleen controul , 
Touch'd to the quick, and tickled at the ſoul, 277 
Sir Knight, he cry'd, if this be all you dread, . 
Heav'n put it paſt your doubt, whene er you wed j h 
e eee £33 


* 


And to my feryent pray rs ſo far conſent, 285 
Thar e're the rites are oer, you may repent? 
Good heav'n no doubt the nuptial ſtate approves P 


Since it chaſtiſes ſtill what beff it loyes. | 
Then be not, Sir, abandon d to deſpair ; 5 a 


285 


Seek, and perhaps you'll find, among the fair, 


One, that may do your buſineſs to a hair; 
Not ey'n in wiſh, your happineſs delay, 
But prove the ſcourge to lalh you on your Way: 
Then to the skies your mounting ſoul ll 20 5 
Swift, as an arrow ſoaring from the bow! 299 
Provided ſtill, you moderate your joy, 5 


Nor in e pleaſures Al your might employ, 
Zet rea 5 


on's rule your ſtrong deſires abate , . 
Nor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mate. 
Old wives there are, of judgment moſt acute, 395 
Who ſolve theſe queſtions beyond all diſpute ; 
_ Conſult with thoſe , and be of better chearz 
Marry, do penance, and diſmiſs your fear. 
So ſaid, they roſe, nor more the work delay dz 
The match was offer d, the propoſals made. 300 
The parents, you may think, would ſoon comply s 
The old have int'reſt ever in their eye. © 
Nor was it hard to move the Lady's mind, | 
When Fortune favours, til] the fair are kind. _ 
L paſs each previous ſettlement and deed, 395 
Too long for me to write, or you to rad; 
Nor will with quaint impertinence diſplay 
The pomp , the pageantry , the proud array, _ 
The time approach'd, 10 Church the parties Went, 
At once with carnal and devout intent: . 


310 
Forth came the Prieſt, and bade th' obedient wit | 
Like Sarab or Rebecca, lead her lite: 
Then pray'd the Pow'rs the fruitful bed to bleſs, 
And made all fure enough with holineſs. 314 
And now the palace gates are open'd wide „5 
The gueſts appear in order, fide by fide, 5 
And plac'd in ſtate; the Bridegroom & the Bride.) 


. — . . ß * 


ANA 
The breathing flute's ſoft notes are heard arounxd, 4 
And the ſhril trumpets mix their ſilver ſound, © | 
The yaulted roofs with echoing muſic ring, 320 | 
' Theſe touch the vocal ſtops, and thoſe the trembling | 
Not thus Amphiontun'd the warbling lyre [ firings | 
Nor Joab the ſounding clarion could inſpire, - 
Nor fierce Theodamas, whoſe ſprightly Krain 324 
3 Cou'd ſwell the ſoul to rage, and fire the martial train. 
i © Bacchzs himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 

| | {So Poets fing)waspreſent on the place: 
327 And lovely Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 5 5 
339 


Shook high her flaming torch in open ſight, | 

And danc'd around, and ſmil'd on ey'ry Knight: 

| Pleas'd her belt ſeryant wou'd his courage try, 

8 No leſs in wedlock, than in liberty. 

| | uͤll many an age old Hymen had not ſpy'd 

| So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride. | , 

1 Ye Bards! renown'd among the tuneful throng, 335 4 

L | For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong ; . I 

Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſpla 

The matchleſs glories of this bliſsful day: 

. 55 The joys are ſuch, as far tranſcend your rage, 

. When tender youth has wedded ſtooping age. 340 4 
4 The beauteous Dame ſate ſmiling at the board:  *} 

4 


And darted am'rous glances at her Lord; 
Not Heſter's felf , whoſe charms the Hebrews ſing , -- 


The Joyful Knight ſurvey'd her by his fide, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride: 


Fier look'd ſo lovely on her Perſian King: | 
Ef Bright as the riſing ſun, in ſummer's day, 347 q 
1 And freſh and blooming as the month of May! 3 


| j Still as his mind reyolv'd with vaſt delight 
3 38 Th' entrancing raptures ofth*approaching night: 3 50 
| Reſtleſs he ſate, invoking ev'ry Pow'r, | 
Ei To ſpeed his bliſs, and haſte the happy hour. 
| | | Meantime the vig'rous dancers beat the ground, 


i 
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” Wink: od'rous ſpices they E um'd the place ; a I 355: : 
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And mirth and pleaſure ſhone in ev'ry face. 
Damian alone of all the menial . : 


Sad in the midſt of trium hs, ſigh'd for pain; f 


Damian alone, the Knight's obſequious Squire, 
Conſam'd at heart, and fed a ſecret fire, 3 QF 
His lovel miſtreſs all his ſoul poſſeſt, 


e look'd, he languiſh'd, and cou'd take no reſts 188 


lis task perform ds he ſadly went his WE... 


Fell on his bed, and loath'd the light of daf: 
There let him lie; till the relenting Dame 365 


Weep in ber turn, and waſte in equal. flame. 
The weary Sun, as learned Poets write, : 

Forſook th' horizon , and rowl'd. down the light; . 

While glitt'ring ſtars his abſent beams ſupply, _ 

And night's dark mantle overſpreads the sky. 37 70 5 

Then roſe the gueſts; and as the time requir'd, 

Ea ach paid his 1 » and decently retir d. 
The foe once gone, our Knight prepar'dr undreſs, 


o keen he was, and eager to poſſeſs: 


But firſt thought fit th aſſiſtance to receive 5 371 
Which grave Phyſicians ſcruple not to giye. 


8 1 near, with hot Eringo's ſtood; 


antharides, to fire the lazy blood; 6 
Whoſe uſe old Bards deſcribe in luſcious rhymes » - 
And Critics learn'd explain to modern times. 380 
By this the ſheets were ſpreal , the Bride undreſs q, 


| * room was e and the bed was bleſs'd. 


What next enſu'd beſeems not me to fa 
"Tis jung, he labour d till the dawning a3 384 


Iyhen briskly ſprung from bed, with heart Slight , 
As all were nothing he had done by night; 8 


And ſupp'd his cordial as be ſate upright : EM 

He kiſs'd his balmy ſpouſe with wanton play, 

And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay : "— 

Then on the couch his weary limbs he caſt; 390 

ED, ey ry labour muſt have reſt at oy EL 
C 5 — _u 


ELD 


But anxions cares the penſive Squire oppreſt, 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt; 
The raging flames that in his boſome dwell, 
He wanted art to hide, and means to tell. 395 
Yet hoping time th occaſion might betray, _ 
Compos ' d a Sonnet to the lovely May 
Which writ and folded, with the niceſt art, 
He wrapp'd in ſilk, and laid upon his heart. 
When now the fourth revolving day was run, 40% 
| {*Fwas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the ſun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous Bride; | 
The good old Knight moy'd ſlowly by her ſide. | 
High Maſs was ſung; they feaſted in the hall; -| 
The ſeryants round ſtood ready at their call, 405 1 
© The Squire alone wasabſent from the board, 
And much his ſickneſs griey'd his worthy Lord, 
„„ pos his ſpouſe attended by her train, 
Io vilit Damian, and divert his pain. 
Th'obliging dames obey'd with one conſent; 410 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went; 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, 
And cloſe beſide him ſate the gentle May: 
Where, as ſhe try'd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew 5 
A ſpeaking ſigh, and uk a mournful view; 415 fl 
Then gave his bill, and brib'd the Pow'rs divine 
With ſecret vows, to fayour his deſign. HE.» 
Who ſtudies now but diſcantented May? 
On her ſoft couch uneaſily ſhe lay: 
The lumpiſh husband ſnoar'd away the night, 420 
Till coughs awak'd him near the morning light. 
What then he did, I not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in heav'n or hell: 
Honeſt and dull, in nuptial bed they lay, | 
Till the bell toll'd, and all aroſe to pray. 425 
Were it by forceful Deſtiny decreed, d, 
Or did from Chance, or Nature's pow'r proceed ; 
Or that ſome ſtar with aſpe& kind to love, 5 
Shed its ſelecteſt influence from above; Sg 
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Pull in the centre of the flow'ry ground , 8 


Whatever was the cauſe, the tender Dame - 430 


Felt rhe firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receiy'd th impreſſions of the loveſick Squire, 


4 


And waſted in the ſoft, infectious fire. 


Le fair, draw near, let May's example move 
Your gentle minds to pity thoſe who love ! 435 
Had ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been found, 
The poor adorer ſure had hang'd, or drown'd : 
But ſhe, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 


Vas much too meek to prove a honucide. _ 


But to my tale: ſome Sages have defin'd 440 
Pleaſure the ſov'reign bliſs of humankind: _ 
Our Knight (who ſtudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe} 


Deriv'd this high philoſophy from thoſe; 


For, like a Prince, he bore the vaſt expence | 
Of laviſh pomp and proud magnificence: 445, 

His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay, 5 
Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 


His ſpacious garden made to yield to none, 

Was compaſs'd round with walls of ſolid ſtone; 
Priapus cou'd not half deſcribe the grace 450 
(Tho' God of gardens) of this charming place: 

A place to tire the rambling wits of Frazce _ 


In long deſcriptions, and exceed Romance; 


Enough to ſhame the gentleſt Bard that ſings _ 


Ot painted meadows, and of purling ſprings. 455 
A cryſtal fountain ſpread its ſtreams around, 
The fruitful banks with verdant lawrels crown'd: 
About this Spring (if ancient fame ſay true) 


The dapper Elves their moonlight ſports purſue; 460 
Their pigmy King, and little fairy Queen, 
In circling dances gambol'd on the green, 
While tuneful ſprites a merry conſort made, 
And airy muſic warbled thro? the ſnade. 


| Hither the noble Knight would oft' repair; 465 
( His ſcene of pleaſure , and peculiar care) 6 
N 3 * 4 RP ; | 


. 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
Ihe ſilver key that lock d the garden door. 

Io this ſweet place, in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
He us'd from noiſe and bus'neſs to retreat, 470 
And here in dalliance ſpend the live-long day, 

Solus cum ſola, with his ſprightly May. | 
For whate er work was undiſcharg'd a-bed, 
The duteous Knight in this fair garden ſped. 
But ah ! what mortal lives of bliſs ſecure, 475 
Ho ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys endure? 
© Fortune, fair, like all thy treach'rous kind, 
But faithfeſs ſtill, and way'ring as the wind! 
O painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat, 

| With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! 480 
This rich, this am'rous venerable Knight. 

Admidſt his eaſe, his folace, and delight, _ 

| Struck blind by thee, reſigns his days to grief, 

11h And calls on death, the wretches laft relief, 

 _. The rage of jealouſy then ſeiz'd his mind, 485 

For much he fear'd the faith of womankind. 

His wife not ſuffer'd from his ſide to ſtray , 5 
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Was captive kept, he watch'd her night and day, 
Abridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her ſway. 
Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, 490 
And figh'd full oft“; but ſigh'd and wept in vain; 
She look'd on Damian with a lcver's eye, 
For oh, twas fix d; ſhe muſt poſſeſs or die! 
Nor leſs impatience vex'd heram'rops Squire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with deſire. 495 
Watch'd as ſhe was, yet could not he refrain 
By ſecret writing to diſcloſe his pain; | 
The Dame by ſigns reveal'd her kind intent, 
Till both were conſcious what each other meant. 
Ah gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, 500 
Tho' they could ſee as far as ſhips can fail; 7 
tis better ſure, when blind, deceiv'd to be, 
Than be deluded when a man can fee! _ 
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Argus himſelf, ſo cautious and fo wife, | 
Was over-watch'd., for all his hundred eyes: 505 
So many an honeſt husband may, tis known, 
Who, wiſely, never thinks the caſehis own. 
Ihe Dame at laſt, by diligence and care, 
Procur'd the key her Knight was wont to bear; 
She took the wards in wax before the fire, Fro 
And gave th' imprefſion to the truſty 3quire. 
By means of this, ſome wonder ſhall appear, 
Which in due place and ſeaſon you may hear. 
Well ſung ſweet Ovid in the days of yore, 


What ſlight is that which Love will not explore? 315 


And Pyramus and Thisbe plainly ſhow 5 
The feats true lovers, when they liſt, can do: 


Tho' watch'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, 


They found the art of kiſſing thro? à wall. 
But now no longer from our tale to ſtray 3) 516 
It happ'd, that once upon a ſummer's day, 5 
Our rev'rend Knight was urg'd to am'rous play: 3 
He rais'd his ſpouſe, e're matin bell was rung, 
And thus his morning canticle he ſung. 


Awake, my love, diſeloſe thy radiant eyes, 325 | 


Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous Lady , riſe! 


Hear how the doves with penſive notes complain, 


And in ſoft murmurs tell the trees their pain; 
The winter's paſt', the clouds and tempeſts fly; 


The Sun adorns the fields, and brightensall the sky. 530 


Fair without ſpot, whoſe ev'ry charming part 
My boſome wounds, and captivates my heart; 
Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 
Joy of my life , and comfort of my _ OP 
This heard, to Damian {trait a ſign 
To haſte before: the gentle Squire obey'd. 
Secret, and undeſcry'd , he took his way, 
And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an arbour lay. 
It was not long e're January came, _ | 
And hand in hand, with him, his lovely Dame 3 
1 5 . e nd 
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Blind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He turn'd the key, and made the gate ſecure. 
lere let us walk, he ſaid, obſery'd by none» 
Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: 
So may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 545 
Art far the deareſt ſolace of my life; N 5 

And rather wou'd I chuſe, by heay'n above, 
To die this inſtant, than to loſe thy love. 
Reflect what truth was in my paſſion ſnown, _. 
When un:endow'd , I took thee for my own 0 550 
And ſought no treaſure but thy heart alone. 
Old as I am, and nowdepriy'd of fight, 5 
W hile thou art faithful ro thy own true knight 8 
Nor age, nor blindneſs, rob me of delight, 2 
Each other loſs with patience I can bear, 555 
The loſs of thee is what I only fear. : 
onſider then, my Lady, and my wife, 
The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life. 

As firſt, the love of Chriſt himſelf you gainz _ 

Next, your own honour undefil'd maintain; 7 6 
And faſtly that which ſure your mind muſt move, 
My whole eftate ſhall gratify your love:  _ 
Make your own terms, and ere to motrow's Sun 
Diſplays his light, by heav'n it ſhall be done. 
I ſeal the contract with a holy kiſs, 365 
And will perform, by this--- my dear, and this. 
Have comfort, ſpouſe, nor think thy Lord unkind; 
*Tis love, not jealouſy, that fires my mind. _ 
For when thy charms my ſober thoughts engage, 


— 


| - And join'd to them my own une qual age; $76 


From thy dear fide I have no pow'r to part, 
Such ſecret tranſpor:s warm my melting heart. 
For who that once poſſeſt thoſe heav'nly charms, ' 
Cou'd live one moment, abſent from thy arms? 
le ceas d, and May with modeſt grace reply'd; 575. 
(Weak was her voice, as while ſhe ou ſhecry'd: ) 
Heav'n knows, ( with that a tender ſigh ſhe dre) 
1 have a, ſoul to ſave as well as yon; dog | 
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And, what no Teſs you to = are. commend; 


My deareſt honour , will to death defend. 580 
To you in holy Church I gave my hand, - - © 
And join'd my heart in wedlock's ſacred band: 5 


| Yer after this, if you diſtruſt my care; 


Then hear, my Lord, and witneſs what I ſwear 4. 


Firſt may the yawning earth her boſome rend, 585. 
And let me hence to hell alive deſcend; > 


Or die the death I dread no leſs than hell, 

Sow'd in a ſack 5 and plung'd into a well: * 

E're I my fame by one lewd act diſgrace, © 
Or once renduncè the honour of my race. 558 
For know , ſir Knight, of gentle blood I came; 
J loath a whore; and ſtartſe at the name. 

But jealous men on theit own eximes reflect, 
And learn from thence their Ladies to ſuſpece: 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me? 595 


. 


| Theſe doubts and fears of female conſtancy 3 


This chime ſtill rings in ev'ry Lady's ear, 
The only ſtrain a wife muſt hope to hear. 
Thus while ſhe ſpoke, a ſidelong glance ſhecaſt; 


And ſingled out a Peartree planted highs 
Twas charg'd with fruit that made a goodly ſhow 4 
And hung with dangling pears was ey'ry bough. ' 


Thither th' obſequiousSquireaddreſs'd his pace, c g 7 
And climbing, in the ſummit took his place; W 


The Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 
Where let us leave them, and out tale purſue. 
_ ?Twas now the ſeaſon when the glorious Sun 
His heav'nly progrefsthro* the Tww77s had run; 619 
And Jove, exalted, his mild influence „„ 
To glad the glebe, and paint the flow'ry fields. _ 
Clear was the day, and Phwbzs tiſing bright, — 


Had ſtreak d the azure firmament with light; - Cr 


He pierc'd the glitt'ring clouds with' golden ſtreams, 
it 
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Where Damian kneeling , worſhipp'd as ſhe paſt. 609 
She ſaw him watch the motions of her Efe, _ 
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# JANUARY 
It ſo befel, in that fair morning-tide ; : 


1 7 : a+ 
618 


The Fairies ſported on the garden's ſide, 
And, in the midſt, their Monarch and his Bride. 


So featly tripp'd the lightfoot Ladies round, 5 


The Knights ſo nimbly o'er the greenſword bound, þ 
That ſcarce they bent the flow'rs, or touch'd the? 
The dances dos , all the er s f 3 
For pinks and daiſies ſearch'd the flow'ry plain; 
While on a bank reclin'd of riſing green, 625 
Thus, with a frown, the King beſpoke his Queen. 
Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 
The treachery you women uſe to man: 
A thouſand Authors have this truth made out, 
And fad experience leaves no room for doubt. 638 
 Heay'n reſt thy ſpirit, nobe Solomon, 
A wiſer Monarch never ſaw the Sun: — 
| al wealth, .all honours, the ſupreme degree 
Of earthly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on thee! __ 
For ſagely haſt thou ſaid; Of all mankind, 635 


One only juſt, and righteous,” hope to find: 


But ſhould'ſt thou ſearch the ſpacious world around, 
Jet one good woman were not to be found. 
Ihus ſays the King who knew your wickedneſs; 
The ſon of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. 640 
zo may ſome wildfire on your bodies fall , | 
Or ſome devouring plague conſume you all; 
As well you view the Leacher in the tree, 
And well this honourable Knight you ſee: 
But ſince he's blind and old, (a helpleſs caſe) 645 
His Squire ſhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now by my own dread majeſty 1 ſwear, 
| "xg by this awful ſcepter which 1 bear, 
No impious wretch ſhall *ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 
That in my preſence offers ſuch a wrong. 656 
I will this inſtant undeceive the Knight, 
And, in the very act, reſtore his ſight © 
And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, | 5 _ 
A warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, + C055 
And all the faithleſs ſex, for ever tobe true. HT 


d , 


And will you ſo, reply'd the Queen, indeed? : 


— 


Now, by my mother's ſoul, ir is decreed, 
She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need, #4, 


For her, and for her daughters, I'll engage, 


And fortify their crimes with confidence. 
Nay, were they taken in a ſttict embrace, 


Seen with both eyes, and pinion'd on the place; 4 
All they ſhall need is to proteſt, and ſwear, 665 
Breath a ſoft ſigh, and drop a tender ter; 


Till their wiſe husbands, gull'd by arts like theſe, | 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geeſe. _- 


What tho' this flandrous Few, this Solomon, 


The wiſer wits of later times declare, | 
How conſtant, chaſt, and virtuous, women are 
Witneſs the Martyrs, who reſign'd their breath ,” 


Call'd women fools, and knew full many a one? 576 


Serene in torments, unconcern'd in death; f 
And witneſs next what Roman authors tells 675 


How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But ſince the facred leaves to all are fre, 
And men interpret texts, why ſhou'd not we? 

By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, z © __ 
That ſoy'reign goodneſs dwells in Him alone; $689 
Who only is, and is but only one. TE OS 


But grant the worſt ; ſhall women the be weigh'd | 
By ev'ry word that Solomon has faid >, — By 


What tho' this King (as ancient ſtory boaſts) 


Built a fair Temple to the Lord of hoſts; 683 
He ceas'd at laſt his Maker to adore, bs 


And did as much for Idol-gods, or more. 
Beware what laviſh praiſes: you confer. 
On a rank leacher and idolater :; | 


Whole reign indulgent God ; ſays holy writ, 6 


Did but for David's righteous ſake permit: 
David, the monarch after heav'ns own mind, 


Who lov'd our ſex, and 8 our kind. 


— — 


Well, 


And all the ſex in each ſucceeding age: 660 5 
Art ſhall be theirs to yarniſh an offence; _ © 
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Well, I'm a woman, and as fuch muſt ſpeak; 
Silence would ſwell me, and my heart would break. 69 5 


| Know then, I ſcorn your dull authorities, 
Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. 1 
By heay'n, thoſe authors are our ſex's foes, 
Whom, in our right, I muſt, and will oppoſe. _ 
Nay ( quoth the King) dear Madam be not wroth;7 oo 
I yield it up; but ſince I gave my oath, _ | DK 
That this much-injur'd Knight again ſhou'd ſee; | 
It muſt be done----I am a King, ſaid he, 


And one, whoſe faith has ever ſacred ben. 
And ſo has mine, (ſhe ſaid)----Iam a Queen! 70 
Her anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertake; 1. ; 
And thus an end of all diſpute I make: TM 
Try when you liſt; and you ſhall find, my Lord, 1 
It is not in our ſex to break our word. : K 
We leave them here in this heroic ſtrain, 710 # 
And to the Knight our ſtory turns again; _ 
Who in the garden, with his loyely May, | 1 
Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay : = 
This was his ſong; Oh kind and conſtant bee 
«© Conſtant and kind I'll ever prove to thee. 715 ® 
Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew 
By eaſy ſteps to where the Pear-tree grew: „ 
The longing Dame look'd up, and ſpy d her Love 
Full fairly perch'd among the boughs above. 
She ſtopp'd; and ſighing: oh good Gods, ſhe cry d, 720 
What pangs, what ſudden ſhoots diſtend my ſide? 
O for that N 2086 fruit, fo freſh, ſo green 
Help, for the love of heay'n's immortal Queen ! 
Help, deareft Lord, and fave at once the life 
Ot thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 725 
_ Sore {igh'd the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
But cou'd not climb, and had no ſeryant nigh s ? 
Old as he was, and void of eyeſight too, 
What cou'd, alas! the helpleſs husband do? 
And muſt I languiſh then, ſhe faid, and die, 730 
Let view the lovely fruit before my eye? 1 5 


bo, LIE. 


Zy ſtrugling wi 


—S 
At leaſt, kind Sir, for charity's ſweet ſake 


Vouchſafe the trunk between your arms to take ; 

Then from your back I might aſcend the tree; 

Do you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 735 
With all my ſoul, he thus reply d again, 


Fd ſpend my deareſt blood to eaſe thy pain 
With that, his back againſt the trunk he bent, 
She ſeiz'd a twig, agd up the tree ſhe went. 
Now prove your patience, gentle Ladies alli 740 


Nor let on me your heavy anger fall! 


'Tis truth 1 tell, tho' not in phraſe refſin d; 


Tho blunt my tale, yet honeſt is my mind. . 


What feats the Lady in the tree might do, 5 — Lo 
I paſs, as gambols never known to d%ẽỹ 7 


But ſure it Was a merr ier fit; ſhe {wore 5 by © 


Than in her life ſhe ever felt beforee. 


In that nice moment, 1o 41 the wond ring Knight 
Look'd out, and ſtood reſtor'd to ſudden; fight, 


Strait on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 730 


As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
But when he ſaw his boſom wife ſo dreſt, 
His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreft:. © : 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die; 


With louder clamours rend the vaulted: sky? 945 © 


He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his Hair 3 
Death ! hell! and furies what doſt thou do there ? 


Wphat ails my Lord, the trembling Dame _— 


J thought your patience had been better tryd 
Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 768 


This my reward for having cur'd the blind e- 


Why was I taught to make my husband fee, 
ith a man upon a tre? 
Did I, for this, the pow'r of magic prove? 


Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love 765 


If this be ſtrugling, by this holy light, 


Iis ſtrugling with a vengeance, (quoth theKni ht) 
o heavn eee the ſight it has reſtor'd, 1 


&s with thele eyes 1 plainly ſaw thee whor dj; 
es - 
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And as they fell, ſhe wip'd from either eye 


* IAN U AR Y 


Whor' d by my ſlave · perfidious wretch! may helf 770 
As ſurely ſeize thee, às 1 ſaw too well. 

Guard me, good angels! cry'd the gentle Ma), 

Pray heay'n , this magie work the proper way 

Alas, my love! *tis certain, could you ſee, 
You ne'er had us d theſe killing words tome: 775 
So help me Fates, as tis no perfect ſight, 

But ſome faint glimm'ring of a doubtful light. 


What I have ſaid, (queth he) I muſt maintain, 


For by th' immortal Pow'rs, it ſeem'd too plain 779 
By all thoſe Pow'rs, ſome frenzy ſeiz d your mind, ) 
(Reply the Dame) are theſe the thanks I find? 5 
Wretch that I am, that e' er I was ſo kind! - 
She ſaid; a riſing ſigh expreſs d her woe, 
The ready tears apace began to flow, 5 
787 
The drops, (for women, when they liſt, can cry.) 
The Knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear d 


Signs of remorſe, while thus his ſpouſe he chear' d. 


Madam, tis paſt, and my ſhort anger o'er; | 
Come down, and vex your tender heart no more: 790 
Excuſe me, dear, if ought amiſs was ſaid, 
For, on my ſoul, amends ſnall ſoon be made: 
Let my repentance your forgiveneſs dra v, 
By heav'n, I ſwore but what Lthought I ſaw. 794 
Ah mylov'd Lord! *twas much unkind (ſhe cry d) 
On bare ſuſpicion thus to treat your bride. 
But till your ſight's eſtabliſh'd , for awhile, 
Amperſect obiects may your ſenſe. beguile. 
Thus when from ſleepwe firſt our eyes diſplay ,z 
The halls ſeem wounded with the piercing ray, 800 
And dusky vapours riſe, and intercept the day.? 
So juſt recov ring from the ſhades of night, »' 
Jour ſwimming eyes are drunk with ſudden light, $ 


Strange phantoms dance around, & skim betore 2 


in 


Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too raſuly deem; d o 
Heav'n knows how ſeldom things are what they ſeem! 


Conſule 


* 


NAT MENT oY hb 
Conſult your reaſon, and you foon ſhall find 

*Twas you were jealous , not your wife unkind s - 
 Jove ne'er ſpoke oracle more true than this 
None judge ſo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 819 
With that, ſheleap'd into her Lord's embrace, 
With well-diſſembled virtue in her face; : 
He hugg'd her cloſe, and kiſs d her o'er and o'er, 
Diſturb'd with doubts and jealouſies no more; 814 
Both pleas d and bleſs d, renew d their mutual vows, 
A fruitful wife, and a believing ſpouſe.  _ 


* 


hus ends our tale, whoſe moral next to make, 
Let all wiſe husbauds hence example take, 
And pray, to crown the pleaſures of their lives, 

To be ſo well deluded by their wiyes. 8320 
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PROLOGUE; 
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From CHAUCER, _ 


„ 


7 Ehold the woes of matrimonial life, 


And hear with rev'rencean experienc'd wife? 


To dear-bought wiſdom give the credit due. 
And think, for once, a woman tells you true. 
In all theſe trials 1 have born a part; 5 


I was my lelf the ſcourge that caus d the ſmarts, 
EO ig N D 3 5 For, 
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| And that's a text I clearly underſtand, 


No precept for eee he found: 


I envy not their bliſs, if he or the 
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For, ſince fifteen, in triumph have I led, 
Five captive husbands from the church to bed. 


Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the — ay, 


And ſaw but one, *tis thought, in all h 
No pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 
But let them read, and ſolve me, if they can, 


_ 


The. words addreſs'd to the Samaritar : 


Five titties in lawful wedlock ſhe was join d; 15 
And ſure the Crean ſtint was ne'er defin'd., 
ultipl 


Encreaſe and »ly was heav'ns coinmand, 


- 


3A - . F4.+ — * ; 


This too, © Let men their fires and mothersleave, 


2, And to their dearer wives for ever cleave. 20 
More wives than one by Solomon were try d, 


Or elſe the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 
I've had my ſelf full many a merry fic, 


And truſt in heay'n I may have many yet. 


For when my tranſitory ſpouſe, unkind, 25 
Shall die , and leaye his woful wife behind , 5 
III take the next good Chriſtian I can find. 

Paul, knowing one could never ſerve our turn 


Declar d twas better far to wed; than burn; 


There's danger in aſſembling fire and tow, 39 
I grant em that, and what it means you know, 
The ſame Apoſtle too has elſewhere own'd 
*Tis bur a counſel-- and we women till | 
Take which we. like, the counſel, or our will. 35 
Think fit to live in perfect chaſtity. 

Pure let them be, and free from taint of vice; 
I, for a few flight ſpots, am not ſo nice. - __ 
Heav'n calls us diff rent ways; on theſe beſtows 49 
One proper gift, another grants to thoſe: - | 
Not ev'ry man's oblig'd to fell his ſtore, | = 
And give up all his ſubſtance io the poor; 


1 | is days; 10 
Whence ſome infer, whoſe conſcience is too nice, 
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Such as are ki may, I can't 8 1 
But, by your leave, divines, ſo am not IJ. 45 


Full many a Saint, ſince firſt the world began, 
Liy'd an unſpotted maid in ſpite of mann 


Let ſuch (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 5 
And let us honeſt wives eat barly bread. 1 
For me, VI] keep the poſt aſſign d by heavy” 11 50 

And uſe the copious taleut it has giv'nz- | 
Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute do me ae, 


And keep an equal reckning ev'ry night; 

His proper body is not his, but mine 
For ſo ſaid Paul, and Paul's a ſound divine. 35 
N then, of thoſe five husbands 1 have had. | 


Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 


The three were old, but rich and fond beſide, I 


And toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their bride: | - | 


But ſince their wealth (the beſt they had)was mine, 60 
The reſt; without much loſs, Icould reſign. | 
Sure to be lov'd, I took no pains to pleaſe, 


| Yet had more pleaſure far than they had: eaſe.  '. 


Preſents flow'd in apace: with ſhow'rsot „ 
They made their court, like Jupiter of old, YO 5 | 


If I but ſmil'd, a ſudden youth they found, 


And a new pally ſeiz'd them when 1 froum d. . 
Ye ſov'reign wives ! give ear, and underſtand 3 8 


Thus ſhall ye ſpeak, and exerciſe command. 


For never was it giv'n to mortal many | 76 
To lye ſo boldly as we women can. 
Forſwear the fact, tho' ſeen with both his we; 


And call your mods ro witneſs how he lies. 


Hark old Sir Paul ('twas thus I us'd to ſay) 
Whence is our neighbour's wife ſo rich and gay? 75 5 
Treated, careſs'd, where · e er ſhe is pleas d to roam 5 
J fit in tiers; and imm d 8 home 255 


Why to her houſe doſt thou ſo oft N e 
Art thou ſo am'rous? and is ſhe ſo fair? 


If I but ſee a couſin or a friend, £0 | 


Lord! how you ſwell, _ rage like dend 4 
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And giye up all that's female to the Devil. 85 


If foul / her wealth the luſty lover lures, 


But you reel home, a drunken: beyfiby bear, 
Then preach till midnight in your eaſy chair; 
Cry wives are falſe, and ev'ry woman evil, 


If poor { you fay ) ſhe drains her husband's purſe; 


If rich, ſhe keeps her Prieſt , or ſomething worſe; } 
If highly born, intolerably vain 3 © „ 

Vapours and pride by turns poſſeſs her brain: ; 
Now gaily mad, now ſourly ſplenatiſc, 98 


Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's ſick, 
if fair „then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide , N | 
By preſſing youth attack d on ev'ry ſide. 


Or elſe her wit ſome fool gallant procures, 95 
Or elſe ſhe dances with becoming grace, 27 
Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. þ Les 
There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but ſoon or late, 
She finds ſome honeſt gander for her mate. 
_* Horſes (thou ſay ſt)and afles men may try, 100 


And ring ſuſpected veſſels ere they buy: 


But wives, a random choice, untry'd they take, 
They dream in courtſhip , but in wedlock wake; 


Then, nor till then, the veil's remoy'd away, 
And all the woman glares in open dax. 105 


vou tell me, to preſerve your wife's good grace 5 
Your eyes muſt always languiſh on my face. 


Your tongue with conſtant flatt'ries feed my ear, 


And tag each ſenrence with, my life! my dear! 
It, by ſtrange chance, a modeſtbluſhberais'd, 110 

Be ſure my fine complexion mult be prais d. 
My garments always muſt be new aad gay, _ 
end feaſts {till kept upon my wedding-day : — 
Then: muſt my Nurſe be pleas d, and fav'rite maid; 


And endleſs treats; and endleſs viſits paid, 115 


To a long train of kindred, friends, allie 
All this thou ſay'ſt, and all thou ſay'ſt are lies. 
On Jenin too you caſt a ſquinting eye; 
What; can your prentice raiſe your jealouſy L 5 1 
VVV 5 a 


The WI F E f BATH. 57 
Freſn are his ruddy cheeks, his forehead fair, 120 
And like the burniſh'd gold his curliug hair. 
But clear ihy wrinkled work and quit thy ſorrow , 
I'd ſcorn your prentice, ſhould you die to morrow. - 
| Why are thy cheſts all lock'd ? on what deſign ? 
Are not thy worldly goods and treafure mine? 125 
Sir, l'm no fool: nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
Have goods and body to your ſelf alone. 
One you ſhall quit ·in ſpight of both your eyes 
1 heed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the ſpies. 
If you had wit, you'd ſay, “Go where you Will, 130 
„ WPear ſpouſe, I eredit not the tales they tell - 


* 


© Take all the freedoms of a'married lifm 
„ know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife. © 
Lord! when youhaye enough, what need youcare 
How merrily ſoever others fare? 135 
Tho“ all the day I take and give delight, | 
Doubt not, ſufficient will be left at niglit. 
Tis but a juſt and rational defire, © 
To light a taper at a neighbour's fire. 8 + 
here's danger too; youthink, in rich array, 140 


1 


And none can long be modeſt that are gax. 
The cat, if you but ſindge her tabby skin 

The chimney keeps, and ſits content within; 
But once grown fleek, will from her corner run, 
Sport with her tail, and wanton in the ſun; 145 

She licks her fair round face, and frisks abroad 
To ſhow her furr, and to be catterwaw'd. 
Lo thus, my friends, 1 wrought to my deſires 

- Theſe three right ancient, venerable fires  * 

I told em, Thus you ſay, and thus you do---- 150 
And told 'em falſe, but Jenin ſwore twas true. 


N I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine 

And firſt complain'd, whene'er the guilt was mine 

1 8 I rax'd them oft? with weriching and amours 3 14 
When their weak legs ſcarce dragg'd'em out of dor s; 
And fwore the rambles that I took by night,” 

| Were all to ſpy es "PIR they bedight, 1 
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That colour brought me many hours of mirthz _ 


For all this wit is giv'n us from our birth: 


Heay'n gave to woman the peculiar grace 10 
To ſpin, to weep, and cully human race. . 
By this nice conduct and this prudent courſe, 

By 3 » Whecdling, ſtratagem and force, 
I till preyail'd, and would be in the right, 

Or curtain · lectures made a reſtleſs night, 167 
It once my husband's arm was o'er my fide, 


What ? fo familiar with your ſpouſe ? I cry'd :- 


1 levied firſt a tax upon his need, 
Then let him----'twas a nicety indeed! 
Let all mankind this certain maxim hold, 170 
Marry who will, our Sex is to be ſold! L FM 


With empty hands no taſſels you can lure, 


But fulſom love for gain we can endure ; 


For gold we love the impotent and old , 


And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for gold. 175 


Tet with embraces, curſes oft' I mixt, 


Then kiſs'd again, and chid and rail'd betwixt. 
Well, I may make my will in peace, and die 

For not one word in man's arrears am J. 
To drop a dear diſpute I was unable, 180 
Ev'n tho' the Pope himſelf had ſate at table. : 


But when my point was gain d, then thus Iſpoke, 


« Billy, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you look? 


cc Approach „ my ſpouſe 5 and let me kiſs thy cheek; 


«© Thou ſhould'ſt be always thus, reſign'd and meek; 


4 Of Job's great patience ſince ſo oft? you preach, i 86 


cc Well ſhould you praiſe, who ſo well can teach; 
6 *Tis difficult to do, I muſt allow, | | 

ce But I, my deareſt, will inſtru&t you how. 
cc Great is the bleſſing of a prudent wife, 190 


'« Who puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife ! 


« And ſince in man right reaſon bears the ſway, | 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 


<© One of us two muſt rule, and one obey; _ 5 


* 
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ce The wives of all our race have ever rul'd' 195 
«© Their tender husbands, and their paſſions cool d. 
e Fye, tis unmannly thus to ſigh and groan;  _- 
«© What? would you have me to your ſelf alone? 
Why take me, love! take all and ev'ry part! 
Here's your revenge you love it in your heart. 20 
e Would I vouchſafe to fell what nature gave, 
« You little think whatacuſtom I could have? ts 
ce Bur ſee! I'm all your own--nay hold--for ſhame ?' | 
«© What means my dear. indeed · you are to blame, 
Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my lite 3205 
A very woman, and a very wife! py 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I could raiſe, 
Procur'd young husbands in my riper days. - 
Tho' paſt my bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a ye. 210 
In country dances ſtill I bore the bell, ö 
And ſung as ſweet as evening Philomel. | 
To clear my quail pipe; and refreſh my ſoul, 
Full oft? I drain'd the ſpicy nut · brown bowl 
Rich luſcious wines, that youthful blood improve, 215 
And warm the ſwellings veins to feats of loye. © * 
For tis as ſure, as cold ingenders hail, 
A liqu'riſh mouth muſt have a lech'rous tail. 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go 1 | 
As all true gameſters by experienceknow. 220 
But oh good Gods! whene'er a thought I caſt, 
On all the joys of youth and beauty paſt, e 
To find in pleaſures I have had my part, 
Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 
This wicked world was once my dear delight; 225 
Now all my conqueſts, all my charms good night! 
The flour conſum'd, the beſt that now I can, 
Is een to make my market of the bran. ; 
My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding true; 
He kept, 'twas thought, a private miſs or two: 230 
Bur all that ſcore I paid---as how / you'll ſay, _ 
Not with my body, in a filthy way- 


But 
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But I ſo dre sd, anddanc'd, and drank, and din'd, 
And view'd a friend, with eyes ſo very kind, 
As ſtung his heart, and made his marrow fry 235 
With burning rage, and frantic jealouſy. . 
His ſoul, I hope, enjoys perpetual glory, 
For here on earth 1 was his purgatory. 
_ Oft, when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, _ 
He put on careleſs airs, and ſate and ſung. 240 
He fore I gall'd him, only heav'n could know, 
And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. . 
He dy d when laſt from pilgrimage I came, _ 
With other goſlips , from Jeruſalem; 8 
And now lies buried underneath a Rood, 245 
Fair to be ſeen, and rear'd of honeſt wood.  _ 
A tomb, indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac'd, 
Than that Mauſolus pious. widow plac'd, | 
Or where inſhrin'd the great Darius lay; 5 
But coſt on graves is merely thrown away, 270 
The pit fill'd up, with turf we cover'd oer; 
So bleſs the good man's ſoul, I ſay no more, 
No for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and beſt; | 
(Kind heay'n afford him eyerlaſting reſt) — 
Full hearty was his love, and I can ſhew 255 
The tokens on my ribs, in black and blew; ws 
Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 
While yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the bone. 
N | How quaiat an appetite in women reigns : a 6 
Wit 4 Free gitts we ſcorn , and loye what coſts us pains: 2 60 
1 Let men avoid us, and on them we leap; _ 
A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. 
In pure good will ] took this jovial ſpaK, 
| Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious clerk ; 5 
; It! : Hie boarded with a widqw in the town, 265 
ö hit A truſty goſlip, one dame Aliſon. _ 5 
| Full well the ſecrets of my ſoul ſhe knew, _ 
10 Better than e'er our pariſh Prieſt could do. | 
10 To her I told whatever could befalli 
| 10 lad but my husband piG'd ayainſt a wall, 29 
f os : 


way 1 . gran. a af 1 = * * * 32 FR —— —— — — — — os _ - 
— - * — — * _ = = . — — —— —— — —— PO 7 Py —_ — . — — — o 
1 — - - 4 * - 2 — — — — — — — — 2 — —— » 
P ˙ Gi ergriners nt ade NE EA IL-7 Ib e323 I, OE y 2 x — — — = mY 4 * — " : 
\ b g 
as. yt E . 1 — wo + ICE , re * e * „ 
p — , - = wes be Hr 8 "As . 2 — wh ew — 3 — 5 


Or 


3 


The WI FE f BATHE an 
'Or done a thing that might have coſt his life, .- 
she and my niece----and one more worthy wife, 
Had known it all: what moſt he would conceal, 
To theſe Il made no ſcruple to reveal. 8 
Oft' has he bluſh'd from ear to ear for ſhame, 275 
That e' er he told a ſecret to his dame. 9 
It ſo befel, in holy time of lent, 
That oft' a day I to this gofſip went; 


(My husband, thank my ſtars, was out of own) 
From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, 280 


This clerk, my ſelf, and my good neighbour Alce 4 


To ſee, be ſeen, to tell and gather tales; 


Viſits to ev'ry Church we daily paid, 

And marxch'd in ev'ry holy Maſquerade, 1 
The ſtations duly, and the vigils kepft: 2885 
Not much we faſted , but ſcarce ever flept. : 


At ſermons too I ſhone in ſcarlet gayz 8 


The waſting moth ne'er ſpoil'd my belt array; 

The cauſe was this; 1 wore it evry day. _ | 
Twas when freſh May her early bloflams yields, 

The clerk and I were walking in the fields. 291 

We grew fo intimate, I can't tell how, , 

I pawn'd my. honour, and engag'd my vod, 

It e er I laid my husband in his urn | 

That he, and only he, ſhould ferve my turn. 295 

We ſtrait ſtruck hands, the bargain was agreed; 

I (till have ſhifts againſt a time of needs -, 

The mouſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 

Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul. 309 


30 
l vow'd, I ſcarce could ſleep ſince firſt I knew him, 


And durſt be ſworu he had bewitch'd me to him: 
If e'er 1 ſlept, I dream'd of him alone, 
And dreams foretel, as learned men have ſhown + 
All this 1 ſaid; but dream, firs, 1 had none, 


I follow'd but my crafty crony's lore , zo © 


Who bid me tell this lye and twenty more. 


Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt : 


* 


It pleas'd the Lord to take my ſpouſe at laſt! _ 
73 : | I» I tore 


* * 


* 
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| F As true a rambler as I was before, 
| 
| 
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I tore my gown, I ſoil'd my locks with duſt, 309 

And beat my breaſts ,' as wretched widows----muſt. 

Before my face my handkerchief | ſpread, 
To hide the flood of tears I did----not ſhed. | 
The good man's coffin to the Church was born; 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too, mourn; 
But as he march'd , good Gods he ſhow'dapair 315 

Of legs and feet, ſo clean, ſo ſtrong, ſo fair! 

Of twenty winters age he ſeem d to bez 

I (to ſay truth) was twenty more than he; 

But vig'rous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; 

And had a-wond'rous gift to quench a flame. 320 
A Conjurer once; that deeply could divine 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my ſign. 

As the ſtars order'd ; ſuch my life has been: 

Alas, alas, that ever love was fin! _ re I 

Fair Venus gave me fire, and ſprightly grace, 325 

And Mars aſſurance, and a dauntlefs face. . 

By virtue of this pow'rful conſtellation, 

1 follow'd always my own inclination. : 

But to my tale: a month ſcarce paſs'd away, 

With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial day. 339 

All 1 poſſeſs'd I gave to his command. 

My goods and chattels, mony , houſe, and land- 
But oft? repented , and repent it ſtill 

He prov'd a rebel to my ſov'reign will? - 

Nay once by heay'n he ſtruck me on the face; 335 

Hear but the fact, and judge your ſelves the caſe. 

Stubborn as any lioneſs was I, FP 

And knew full well to raiſe my voice on high; 


And would be fo, in ſpight of all he ſwore, 346 
He, againſt this, right ſagely would adviſe, | 
And old examples ſet before my eyes; 

Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 
Of Gracchus mother, and Duilius wife; 
And choſe the ſermon, as beſeem'd his wit, 545 

With ſome grave ſentence out of holy writ, - 

| Oft 


40 


% 
Ofc 


» d ; : 
And the dire ambuſh Clytemneſtra Jay's. 5 


W. WI FE HAN ANA 
Ott' would he ſay, Who builds his houſe on ſands, 
Pricks his blind horſe acroſs the fallow lands, 
Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 
Deſerves a fools cap and long ears at home. 350 
All this avail'd notz for whoe'er he be 


That tells my faults, I hate him mortallj: 


And ſo do numbers more, I'll boldly ſay, 
Men, women, clergy,, regular, and lay. . 
My ſpouſe (who was ; you know; to learning bred) 
A certain treatiſe oft at evening read, _ 3365 
Where divers authors (whom the dey'l confound 


For all their lies] were in one volume bound. _ 


Valerius, whole; and of Sr. Jerome, part; | 
Chryſippus and Tertullian; Ovid's Art; 368 | 
Solomon's proverbs, Eloiſa's loves; 5 
And many more than ſure the Church approves. 
More legends were there here, of wicked wives, 
Than good, in all the Bible and Saint's-lives. _ 
Whodrew the Lionvanquiſh'd? 'Twasa Man. 365, 
But cou'd we women write as ſcholars can, _ 
Men ſhould ſtand mark'd with far more wickedneſs, 


Than all the ſons of Adam can redreſs. ' 


Love ſeldom haunts the breaſt where learning lies * 


And Venus ſets ere Mercury can riſe, ' 370 
Thoſe play the ſcholars who can't play the men; 
And uſe that weapon which they have, their pens 
When old, and paſt the reliſh of delight, 


Then down they ſit, and in their dotage write 


That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 37 5 


(This by the way, but to my purpoſe now.] 


It chanc'd my husband, on a winter's night, 
Read in this book, aloud, with ftrange delight, 
How the firſt female (as the Scriptures ſhow) ;) 
Brought her own ſpouſe and all his race to woe ;; 8d 
How Sampſon fell; and he whom Dejanire 


Wrap'd in th'envenom d ſhirt, and ſer on fire. 


How curs'd Eryphile her Lord betra 


+ has 
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But what moſt pleas d him was the Cretan dame,z85 
And husband-bull --oh monſtrous! fie, for ſhame! 
He had by heart the whole detail of woe- 
Xantippe made her good man undergo; . . 
How oft' ſhe ſcolded in a day, he knew, . 
How many piſs-pots on the Sage ſhe threw; 390 
Who took it patiently , and wip'd his head 
Rain follows thunder, that was all he ſaid. 
He read, how Arius to his friend complain'd, 
A fatal tree was growing in his land,, .. _ 
On which three wives ſucceſſively had twin'd 395 
A ſliding nooſe, and waver'd in the wing. 
W here grows this plant (reply'd the friend)oh where? 
For better fruit did never orchard bear: 5 


Give me ſome lip of this moſt bliſsful tree, 


And in my garden planted ſhall it be! 400 
Then how two wives their Lord's deſtruction prove, 
Thro' hatred one, and one thro' too much love 

That for her husband mix d a pois' nous draught; 

And this for luſt an am'rous philtre bought, _ 
The nimble juice ſoon ſeiz'd hisgiddy head, 405 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead: Iſlain, 


How ſome with ſwords their ſleeping Lords have 


And ſome have hammer'd nails into their brain, 
And ſome have drench'd them with adeadly potion ; 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 410 
Long time Iheard, & ſwell'd, & bluſh'd,& frown'd, 
But when no end of theſe vile tales I found, 5 


When ſtill he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 


And half the night was thus conſum' d in vain; : 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 415 
And with one buffet fell'd him on the floor. 
With that my husband ina fury roſe,” 
And down he ſettled me with hearty blows: . 


I groan'd, and lay extended on my fide; .., 419 


oh thou haſt ſlain me for me for my wealth (I cry'd) 
Yet I forgive thee . take my laſt embrace. 


He wept, kind ſoul! and ſtoop'd to kils my face; 


5 


E 


0 
ve, 


I took him ſuch. a box as turn d him blue, 
Then ſigh d and cry d, Adieu, my dear, adieu l 425 
But after many a hearty, ſtruggle paſt, 

I condeſcended to be pleas'd at laſt. SY 5 6 F 
Soon as he ſaid, My miſtreſs and my Wife, 
Do what you lift, the term of all your lifes 

I took to heart the merits of the cauſs,, - 430 
And ſtood content to rule by wholſome laws; 
Receiy'd the reins of abſolute command. 2 


With all the government of houſe and land; 

And empire o'er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 

As for the volume that reyil'd the dames, 437 

*Twas torn to fragments, and condemn'd to flames. 

Now heay'n on all my husbands gene, beſtow - 

Pleaſures above, for tortures felt beſo :: 

That reſt they wiſh'd for , grant theni in the grave 
And bleſs thoſe ſouls my conduct help'dtofayet 445 
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Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 15 


- 


From Ovid. 

AV, lovely youth, thatdo my heart command 
— Can — eyes for a Arey hand? s 

| Muſt then her name 3 writer prove; 
To thy remembrance loſt; as to thy love? | 
Ask not the cauſe that I new numbers chuſe, 5 i 
The Lute neglected, and the Lyric muſe; 1 
Love taught my tears in {adder notes to flow, 
And Hy my heart to elegies of woe. 
T burn, I burn, as when thro! ripen'd corn | 
By driving winds the 3 flames are born! 10 
Phaon to , Atna's ſcorching fields retires, 
While I conſume with more than Zzna's fires! 
No more my ſoul a. charm; in muſic finds, 
Muſic has charms alone for peaceful minds: 


Loye enters there, and I'm my own diſeaſe « _ 


6 6 « "to PHAON: 65 


No more the Lesbian Dames my paſſion: moves OT 
Once the dear objects ot my guilty R 
All other loves are loſt in only thi ne 
ah youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! AF. 
Whom would not all thoſe blooming charms furp 
Thoſe heay'nly looks, and dear deluding — 
The harp and bow would you like Phabus bear, * 
A brighter Phigbus, Phaon might appear. 
Would you with i ivy wreath your flowing hair; Ti | 
Not Bacchus ſelf with: Phaon could compare. 
Vet Phæbus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the flame, 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan be 
Nymphs that in verſe no more could rival me. 29 2 
Than ey'n thoſe Gods contend in n | 
The Muſes teach me all their ſofteſt lays, 
And the wide world reſounds with pales > bal. | 
Tho? great Alcaus mere ſublimely fi 8 5 

And ſtrikes with bolder rage the ſo ag ings, Ke 
No leſs renown attends the moving 2 34 = 
Which Venus tunes, and all her Loves inf * ö 
Jo me what Nature has in charms deny d- 144 
Is well by wit's more laſting charms tipphy 4, 
Tho" ſhort my ſtature, yet my name extends . 
To heav'n itſelf, and earth's ends. * 
Brown as I am, an Ethiopian | * 
api young Perſeus 3 A — — ame 

rtles and doves of diff ring hues unite, 

And gloſſy jett is pair d with ſhining white: 
If to no charms thou wilt thy heart reſign» 4 | 
But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, - 


5 by none alas! by none thou can'ſt be mov'd, „ 

: aon alone by Phaon muſt be loy'd! . 
fret once thy Saphe could thy cares employ ; * | 
once in her arms you center'd all your joy: 390 
Still all thoſe joys to my remembrance s 3 
For oh! how vaſt a memory has Love? 

My muſic, then, you could for ever hear, 
And ne were muſic to your car. Y bath, 
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68 SAPHO ν PHAON. ö 
You ſtop'd with kiſſes my inchanting tongue, 35 
And W my kiſles ſweeter than my lhe. A $% IN 
In all I pleas'd,, but moſt in what was belt; 
And the laſt joy was dearer than the reſt. 
Then with each word, each glance, each motion fir d. 
You ſtill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill deſir'd, 0 
Till all diſſolving in the trance we lay 
And in tumultuous raptures dy d away. 
The fair Sicilians now thy ſoul inflame; 
Why was | born, ye Gods, a Lesbian dame? 
But ah beware, sSicilian nymphs! nor boaſt 657 
That —— heart which 1 ſo lately loſt; Fe 
Nor be with all thoſe tempting words abus d, 
Thoſe tempting words were all to Sapho us d. 
And you that rule Sicilia's happy plains, 5 
| Have pity, Venus, on your Poet's pains! 70 
Shall fortune ſtill in one ſad tenor run, | 
And ſtill increaſe the woes ſo ſoon begun? 

Enur d to ſorrows from my tender years, 

My parent's aſhes drank my early tears. 
My brother next, neglecting wealth and fame, 71 
Ignobly burn'd in a deſtructive flame === 
An intant daughter late my griefs increaſt, 
And all a mother's cares diſtract my breaſt. 

Alas, what more could Fate itſelf impoſe, 
But thee, the laſt and greateſt of my woes; 8e 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, -- , ' 
Nor on my hand the ſparkling diamonds glow, 

No more my locks in ringlets curl'd diffuſe 
The coſtly ſweetneſs of Arabian dews, 

Nor btaids of gold the vary'd treſſes bind, 35 
That fly diſorder'd with the wanton winds _ 
For whom ſhould Sapho uſe ſuch arts as theſe 2 

He's gone, whom only ſhe deſir'd to pleaſe! 
Cupid's light darts my tender boſom move, 
Still is there cauſe for Sapho ſtill to love: 90 
So from my birth the Siſters fix d my co em, 

And gave io Venus all my life to come; 
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Or while my Moſe in melting notes complains, .. 


My beating heart keeps meaſure to my ſtrains. 


By charms like thine whichall my ſoul have von, 9; 
Who might not---ah ! who would not beundone? 


For thoſe Aurora Cephalus might ſcorn, 2 
And with freſh bluſhes paint the confcious morn. 


For thoſe might Cynthia lengthen Phaor's fleep; 


And bid Endymion nightly tend his ſheep. 100 
Venus for thoſe had rapt thee to the sxies 


But Mars on thee might look with Venus” eyes. 5 


O uleful time for lovers to employ⸗ © 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 105 
Come to theſe arms, and melt in this embrace 


O ſcarce a youth, yer ſcarce a tender boy! . 


The vows you never will return, receive; 


And take at leaſt the love you will not giye. 
See, while I write, my words are loſt in tears; 
The leſs my ſenſe, the more my love appears. 110 
Sure *twas not much to bid one kind adieu, 
(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you)] 
Farewel, my Tesbian love, you might have ſaid, . 
Or coldly thus, farewel, oh Lesbian maid! 
No tear did you, no parting kiſs receive, 115 


Nor knew I then how much I was to grieye. 


No lover's gift your Sapho could confer, _ 
And wrongs and woes were all you left with her.. 


No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, 


But this; be mindful of our loves, and live. 120 
Now by the Nine, thoſe Pow'rs ador'd by me, 

And Love, the God that ever waits on thee, | 
When firſt IJ heard (from whom T hardly knew) 


That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 


Like ſome {ad ſtatue, ſpeechleſs, pale, Iſtaod; 125 
Grief child my breaſt, and ftop'd my freezing blood; 
No ſigh to riſe, no tear had pow'r to fo; 
Fix'd in a ſtupid lethargy of woe. 

But when its way th* impetuous paſſion found, 
rend my treſſes, and my breaſt lwound; 130 
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I rave, then weep, I curſe, and then complain, 
No ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 
Not fiercer pangs diſtract the mournful dame, 
Whoſe firſt-born infant feeds the fun'ral flame. 
My ſcornful brother with a ſmile appears, 135 
Inſults my woes, and triumphs in my tear; 
His hated image ever haunts my eyes, 


And why this grief? thy daughter lives, he cries. 
Stung with my love, and furious with deſpair, 
All torn my garments , and my boſom bare, 140 
My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim; 
Such inconſiſtent things are love and ſhame! 
Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 

5 daily Ionging, and my dream by night: 
Oh night more pleaſing than the brighteſt day, 145 


When fancy gives what abſence takes away, 
And dreſs'd in all its viſionary charm, 
Reſtores my fair deſerter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths I twine , 
Then you, methinks, as fondly circle mine: 150 
A thouſand tender words, I hear and ſpeak; 
A thouſand melting kiſſes, give, and take: 
Then fiercer joys---I bluſh to mention theſe, 
Yet while I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe! 
But when, with day, the ſweetdeluſionsfly, 155 
And all things wake to life and joy, but Il, 
As if once more forſaken, I complain, 
And cloſe my eyes, to dream of you again. 
Then frantic riſe, and like ſome Fury rove 
Thro lonely plains , and thro? the ſilent grove; 165 
As if the ſilent grove, and lonely plains 
That knew my pleaſures, could relieve my pains. 
I view the Grotto, once the ſcene of love, FT 
The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 164 
| That charm'd me more, with native moſs o'ergrown, 
Than Phrygian marble, or the Parian ſtone. _' 
I find the ſhades that veil'd our joys before, 
But, Phaon gone, thoſe ſhades delight nv ane 5 
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Here the preis d herbs with bending tops betrax 
Wore of? enewiantd in anrrous TAN 170 
I kiſs:that earth Which once was preſs d by you, 
2 all wh tears the with'ring herbs bedew. - 
or thee the fading trees ar to mourn 
Night ſhades the groves, and all in ſilence ſie, 173 
All, but the mournful Phlomel and l!!! 
Wich mournful Philomel 1 join my ſtrain, 
Of Tereus ſhe, of Phaon I complain 
A ſpring there is 5 whoſe ſilver waters ſhow -- 
Clear as a glaſs, the ſhining ſands below; 180 
A flow' ry Lotos ſpreuds its arms above, 
Shades all the banks, and ſeems itſelf a groye;” 
Eternal greens the molly margin grace, 
Watch'd by the ſylvan Genius of the place. 
Here as L lay, and ſwelPd with tears the flood, 1 93 
he a watry virgin ſtood, ' 
She ſtood and cryd, O you that love in vain?- 
3 Fly hence, and ſeek the far Loncadian nmin; 
„ There ſtands a rock from whoſe impending ſteep 
„ Apollo's Fane ſurveys the rolling deep; 190 
„ Their flames extinguiſn, and forget to love. 
„ Deucalion once with hopeleſs fury burn'd, 
„ In vain he lov'd, relentleſs Pyrr ha ſcorn d; 194 
„„ But when from hence he plung'd into the main, 
„ Deucalion ſcorn'd, and Pyrrha lov'd in vain. 
„ Haſte Sapho, haſte , from high Leutudiu throyy 
„ Thy wretched weight, nor dread thedeepsbelow! 
She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the voice I rife, 
And ſilent tears fall trickling from my eyes. 200 
1 go, ye Nymphs! thoſe rocks and feas to prove; 
How much [I fear, but ah, how much 1 love! 
1 go, ye Nymphs / where furious love inſpires; 


Before my Iz 5 


Let female fears ſubmit to female fires. ; 
To rocks and ſeas 1 fly from Phaon's hate, 205 
And hope from ſeas and rocks a milder fate, 
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Fe gentle » beneath my body blow, | 
- 2 on — r 
And thou, kind Love, my ſinking limbs ſuſtains 5, 
Spread thy ſoft wings, & waft me o'er the main, 5 
Nor let a Lover's death the guiltleſs flood profane? 
On Phœbus ſhrine my harp I'll then beſtow, 212 
And this inſcription ſhall bo plac'd below. 
»» Here ſhe who ſung , to him that did inſpire,, - 
„ Sapho to Phabus conſecrates her Lyre 215 
„ What ſuits with Sapho , Phœbus ſuits withthee, 
„ The gift, the giver, and the God agree, 
But why, alas, relentleſs youth, ah why 
To diſtant ſeas muſt tender Sapho fly > = 
Thy charms than thoſe may far more pow'rful be» 
And Phabus' ſelf is leſs a God to me. eee 
Ah! can'ſt thou doom me to the rocks and ſea, 
far more faithleſs and more hard than they? 
Ah! can'ſt thou rather ſee this tender breaſtt 
Daſn ' d on thoſe rocks, than to thy boſom preſt 522 5 
This breaſt which once, in vain ! you lik d ſo well; 
Where the Loves play d, & where the Muſes dwell. - 
Alas the Muſes now no more inſpire, 
Untun'd my Jute, and ſilent is my lyre, 
My languid numbers haye forgot to low, 230 
And fancy ſinks beneath a weight of woe. . 
Ye Lesbian virgins, and ye Lesbian dames, | 
Themes of my verſe, and objects of my flames, 
No more your e with my glad ſongs ſhall ring, 
No more theſe hands ſhall touch the trembling ſtring « 
| My Phaon s fled, and I thoſe arts reſign, 236 
| | (Vretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine!) 
| Return, fair youth, return, aud bring along 
Toy to my ſoul, and vigour to my ſong : 19-1 
Abſent from thee, the Poet's flame expires, 240 
But ah 1 how fiercely burn the lover's fires? 5 
Gods! can no pray'rs, no ſighs, no numbers move 
One ſavage heart, or teach it how to loye? nh 85 


8 APH O ©» PHAON. 3 


The winds my pray*rs,my ſighs, my numbers bear, 
The flying winds have loſt thein all in air? 245 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious gales  - 

| To theſe fond eyes reſtore thy welcome fails? 
If you return ah why theſe long delays?” 
Poor Sapho dies, while careleſs Phaon ſtays. Th 
O launch thy bark, nor fear the warry plain, 254 
Venus for thee ſhall ſmooth her native main... 

O launch thy bark, ſecure of proſp'rous gales, 
' Cupid for thee ſhall ſpread the ſwelling fails. 
If you will fly-- (yet ah! what cauſe can be, | 

Toocruel youth, that you ſhould fly from me?)255 
If not from Phaon I muſt hope for gaſe, | 
Ah let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas; 
To raging feas unpity'd Til remove, 
And either ceaſe to live, or ceaſe to loye! 
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From the FouRTEENTERH Book of 


Oorb's MET A MORP HOSES. 


THE fair Pomona flouriſh'd in his reign; 
Ot all the virgins of the ſylvan train, 

None taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 

Or more improv'd the vegetable care. 

To her the ſhady grove, the flow'ry field, 

The ſtreams and fountains, no delights could yield; 

*T was all her joy the ripening fruit to tend, 

And ſee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 

The hook ſhe bore, inſtead of Chynthia's ſpear, 10 

To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 

To decent form the lawleſs ſhoots to bring, 

And teach th' obedient branches where to | 500 

Now the cleft rind inſerted graffs receives, 

And yields an offspring more than Nature gives; 15 

Nov ſliding ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 
And feed their fibres with reviving dew, 

| | +3 Theo 


_ _VERTUMNUS. 7 
Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ . 


Averſe from Venus and the nuptial jo. 
Her private orchards, wall'd on ev'ry ſide, 19 
To. lawleſs Sylvans all acceſs deny c. 
How oft', the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 
Who haunt the foreſts, or frequent the lawns, 
The God whoſe enſign ſcares the birds of prey, 
And old Silenus, yourhful in decay, 25 
Employ'd their wiles and unavailing care, | 
To pals the fences, and ſurprize the fair? 
Like theſe , Vertumnus own'd his faithful flame, 
Like theſe , rejected by the ſcornful dame. 
Jo gain her ſight, a thouſand forms he wears, 30 
And firſt a reaper from the field appears, | 
Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 
:O'ercharge the ſhoulders of the ſeeming Swain. 
 Oft' o'er his back a crooked ſcythe is laid; | 
And wreaths of hay his ſun-burnt temples ſhade; 35 
Ofc in his harden'd hand a goad he bears, 
Like one who late unyok'd the ſweating ſteers. 
Sometimes his pruning-hook correQs the vines, 
And the looſe ſtraglers to their ranks confines. _ 
Now gath'ring what the bounteous year allows, 40 
He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. 
A ſoldier new, he with his ſword appears; 
A fiſher next, his trembling angle bears; 
Eacli ſhape he varies, and each art he tries, 
On her bright charms to feaſt his longing eyes. 45 
. A female form at laſt Vertumnus wears, 
With all the marks of rev'rend age appears, 5 
His temples thinly ſpread with ſilver hair: 
Prop'd on his ſtaff, and ſtooping as he goes, 
A painted mitre ſhades his furrow'd brows. 50 
The God, in this decrepit form array d. 
The gardens enter'd, and the fruits ſurvey d, {| 
And“ happy vou! (he thus addreſs'd the maid 
© Whoſe charms as far all other Nymphs out ſhine. 5 5 
£ As other gardens are excelVd by thine ! 
os ates OE Then 
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Fix on Vertumnus., and reject the reſt. 
For his firm faith | dare engage my ownz 80 
| Scarce to himſelf, himſelf is better known. : 
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Wit youth immortal; and wich beauty bleſt. N N 
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| Then kiſs·d the fair; (his kiſſes warmer grow 5 


Than ſuch as women on their ſex beſto w. 
Then plac'd beſide her on the flow'ry. ground; 
Beheld the trees with autumn's bounty crown'd. 60 


An Elm was near, to whole embraces led. 


2 The curling vine her ſwelling cluſters ſpreadz 


He view'd their twining branches with delight, 


And prais'd the beauty of the pleaſing fight. 


 Yerthis tall elm, but for his vine (he ſaid) 65 
Had ſtood neglected, and a barren ſhade; 
And this fair vine, but that her arms ſurround _ 


Her marry'd elm, had crept along the ground. 
Ah beauteous maid, let this example moye 


Your mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 70 


Deign to be loy'd, and ev'ry heart ſubdue! 


What Nymph cov'd e'er attract ſuch crow:s as you? 
Not ſhe whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaurs arms, 
Ulyſſes Queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. . 
Ev'n now, when ſilent ſcorn is all they gain, 75 
A thouſand court you, tho they court in vain, 
A thouſand Sylvans, Demigods, and Gods, 
That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods. 


|  Butif you'll proſper, mark mbar 1 adviſe, - 


Whom age, and long experience rendet wiſe, 75 
And one whole tender care is far above 

All that theſe lovers ever felt of love, 4 
(Far more than e er can by your ſelf be gueſt) 
To diſtant lands Vertumnus never roves; 

Like you, contented with his native groves, 
Nor at firſt ſight, like moſt , admires the fair; ) 
For you he lives, and you alone mall ſhare 55 


His laſt affection, as his early care. | 
Beſides. he's lovely far above the reſt, 


2 
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Add, that he varies ev'ry ſhape with eaſe, 
And tries all forms that may Pomona pleaſe. 
But what ſhould moſt excite a mutual flame, 


Your rural cares, and pleaſures, are the ſame. 


To him your orchard's early fruits are due 
(A pleaſing off ring when tis made by you;) 
He values theſe, but yet (alas) complains , 


9. 
That till the beſt and deareſt gitt remains: 0 


Not the fair fruit that on yon branches glows 


With that ripe red th' autumnal ſun beltows z © 


Nor taſtful herbs that in theſe gardens rife, _ 
Which the kind ſoil with milky ſap ſupplies; 100 
You, only you, can move the God's deſire; 
Oh crown ſo conſtant and ſo pure a fire 


Let ſoft compaſſion touch your gentle mind; 8 
Think, tis FVertumnus begs you to be kind! 
So may no froſt, when early buds appear, 105 


Deſtroy the promiſe of the youthful year; 


Shake the light bloſſoms from their blaſted boughs? 
This when the various God had urg'd in vain, 
He ftrait afſum'd his native form again;̃ * 116 


Nor winds, when firſt your florid orchard blows, 


Such, and ſo bright an aſpect now he bears, KN 


As when thro' clouds th'.emerging Sun 


appears, 
And thence exerting his refulgent rar, 


Diſpells the darkneſs, and reveals the dax. 
Force he prepar d, but check d the raſn deſign; 113 
For when, appearing in a form divine, 25 
The Nymph ſurveys him, and beholds t 


he orace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face, - 


In her ſoft breaſt conſenting paſſions move, "$6 


And the warm maid confeſs d a mutual loye. 120 
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Let me (if 1 and grie 
A nearer woe, a ſiſter's ſtranger fate. 
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For beautedùs form with Dryope the fair, 


THE 


From the Ninth Book of 


* 


b ET AMORTHOSK6, 


— — . — * 


they occaſion of the deans if e bis b wth 
_&icmena recounts her misfortunes to ole „ who 


- Anſiuer: with a relation of thoſe of her vamſanily; | 


in particular the transformation 


* Fo 


HE Fry and for Rs Joſt Gal ant bi. 9 5 abe, 
When the fair conſort of her ſon replies. 
eee you a 1 s raviſh'd form bemoan, 1 | 10 
And kindly figh for ſorrows not your o.]; ;, 
Feen ee relate . 1 1 


2 . ee 


8 2 


No Nymph of all Oechalia could compare 


Her tender mother's only hope and pride, 

(My ſelf the offspring of a ſecond bride.) 10 
This Nymph compreſs'd by him who rules the day, 
Whom Delphi and the Delian me obey, --.. 
Andremon lov'd; and bleſs'd in all thoſe charms © 
That pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms, 1 


* a 


Th FABLE „ DRYOPE. "04. 
A Lake there was, with ſhelving banks around, 15 CIR 


Whoſe verdant ſummit fragant myrtles crewn'd. 


Thoſe ſhades, unknowing of the Fates, he ſought; 2 


And to the Naiads flow'ry garlands brought, 
Her ſmiling babe 0 A pleaſi ing charge ſhe preſt 


Within her arms, and nouriſh'd ather breaſt, 20 SO 


Not diſtant far a Watry Lotos grows 
| The png as ney , and all the verdant boughs 
rn'd' wit th bie promis'd fruits that vie 
In glowing colours with Fe Tyrian dye, . 
Of theſe ſhe crop'd, to pleaſe ber inns e ons 25 
And I my ſelf the ſame raſh act had done, 
But lo! I ſaw, (as near her fide I ſtood) - 
The violated bloſſoms drop wich blood; 
Upon the tree I caſt a fri oheful los; 
The trembling tree with {ru horror ſky 
Totis the Nymph ( if rural tales be true 
As from Priapus lawleſs luſt ſhe fle, 
Forſook her form; and fixing here, 5 EY 
A e which ſtill | preſeryes her name. 
This change unknown, aſtoniſh d at the was 
My trembling ſiſter ſtrove to — her flight, 
Yet firſt the 2 ardon of the Nymphgimplord.” 
And thoſe offended ſylyan pow'rs ador'd;_ 
But when ſhe backward 4 haye fled ; the 3 


A £ 1 — ” . — 


Her ſtiff' ning feet were rooted in the en 49 Spe. 
In vain to free her faſten d feet the "Skis 8 1313233 


ad as ſhe ſtruggles, only moves above; - 
ie feels uk, vd Han bark around her g 
By ſlow degrees, and covers all below: 


Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand (be "ED 45 5 8 5 > 


To rend her hair; her hand is fill 'd with leaves 
3 late as hair, the ſhooting A are ſee 


To rife, and ſhade ber with a ſudden 1 
The child. Amphiſus, to her boſom p 


erceiy'd a colder and a harder 452." wy 
And found the f ſprings that ne'er till then 1 7 


Their anilkey moiſt 


ure; on a | ſudden dry'd. | 
I ſaw, 


4 


80 The FABLE of DRYOPE. 

I faw, unhappy , what I now relate, 1 
And ſtood the helpleſs witneſs of thy fate: 
Embrac'd thy boughs , the rifing bark delay d, 55 
There wilh'd to grow, and mingle ſhade with ſhade. 
Behold, Andræmon and th* unhappy Sire 5h 

| Appear, and for their Dryope enquire 55 
A ſpringing tree for Dryope they find. 

And print warm kiſſes on the dee rind, 60 
Proſtrate, with tears their kindred plantbedew, 
And clofe embrac'd, as to the roots they gre Fp. 
The face was all that now remain'd of theez 
No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree _ 
Thy branches hung with range pearls appear, 65 
From ev'ry leaf diſtills a trickling tear; 

And ſtrait a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus thro? the trembling boughs in ſighs complains. 
If to the wretched any faith be giv'n, 

I (wear by all th'unpitying Pow'rs of heav'in, 70 
No wilful crime this _ vengeance bredz _ 
In mutual innocence our lives we led: nn. 
If this be falſe, let theſe new greens decay, 5 4 


Let ſounding axes lop my limbs away, 15 

And crackling flames on all my honours prey. I 75 

No from my branching arms this infant bear, 
Let ſome kind nurſe ſupply a mother's care: 

+ Yet to His mother let him oft” beled, _ 
Sport in her ſhades, and in her ſhades be fed; 
Teach him, when firſt his infant yoice ſhall frame 80 
Imperfe& words, and liſp his mother's name, 
To hail this tree; and ſay, with weeping eyes, 

Within this plant my . Sent Hes - 

And when in youth he ſeeks the ſhady woods, 
Oh, let him fly the cryſtal lakes and floods, 83 
Nor touch the fatal flow'rs; but, warn'dby me , 
Believe a Goddeſs ſhrin'd in ey'ry tre. 
My fire, my ſiſter, and my ſpoule farewell! 
If in your breaſts or loye or pity dwell, 7 


rote 


** 


The FABLE H DRYOPE. 81 
Protect your plant, nor let my. branches feel. go. 
The browzing cattel, or the piercing ſteel. 
Farewell / And ſince I cannot bend to join 
My lips td yours, advance at leaſt to mine 
My ſon, thy mother's parting kiſs receive, - 
While yet thy mother has a kiſs to give. 835 
1 can no more; the 8 rind invades 
My cloſing lips, and hides my head in ſhades; .. 
Remove your hands, the bark ſhall ſoon ſuffice 
Without their aid, to ſeal theſe dying eyes. 
She ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceas d to bezroo 
And all the nymph was loſt within the tree: | 
Yet latent life thro her new branches reign d, 


And long the plant a human heat retaim dq. 
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1 H E B 1 $: 
| Tranſlated in the Year 1703. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Edipus King of Thebes bavi by miſtake 
O his — Laius, and having by his ia fits | 
caſta'y put out his own eyes, and reſign'd the realm © 
zo his ſons, Etheocles and Polynices, Being neglec- 
red by them, he makes his prayer to the Fury Tiſi- - | 
phone, to ſow debate betwixt the brothers. They agree 
at laſt to reign ſingly , Y cet a year by turns, andthe 
of lot is obtain d Etheocles, " ne, : 
| - 6" : 


— 


27 * 


14 


r 


riage Bertuixt Polynices ed: one | 


effect; er Mereury is ſent on 4 
#0 the ghoſt of Laius, who v5 to appear to E the. 
cles, and provoke him to break the agreement. © Pos 


| nk where he meets with Tydeus; who had - 


of theſe frengers by whom the bitles of theft be 


riſe of this 


Reteridl ris"; che guiſe 
Th? alternate reign 5 "db e | 
8 our ſong; a eres 8 


: age fatal rage th 8 * aal * 


srartos bis urg 418. S 


"E451 of the Gods, decl, 
the Thebans, and Argives 


Adraſtus King of Argos. Juno 


are to the ſhades , 


lynices in the wean time departs from "Thebes "by 
night, is overtaken by a florm , and arrives at Ar- 7 


— having 0 « brocher. Ade 

' hqving recen a Wale Yeo 7 
Ava 1 4 daughters honld he B to a 
Boar and a Lion; w ich he under flinds to ary x 


e worn, who arriv'd r the ne when te 
kept an annual feaſt in honour "of that. God. Thy 
dlemnity he relates t his Gh, the 

-Þ 


A 


loves of Pheebus and Plamathe - andthe Rory of Ch 

. rxbus. He enquires, and is made acquarnmzed with , 
their deſtent and quality? I Ys „ Neuen d, 

| and the book elude: — aun. A ens. 


My raviſh'd bre * all the Muſe -- 


O Goddeſs, fay 1 deduce my _ . 
From the de nation in! ts early times, 5 
Europas rape, Agenor's ſtern decree , 3 
And Cadmus ſearching round the abs 8 * 5 
How with the ſerpent's teeth he fow'd the foil, 
And reap'd an iron harvelt of his toil; 85 16 = 
Or how from joining ſtones the city dere © : 
While to his barp divine Amphion ſung? FIC a 
Or ſhall 1 Juno's hate to Thebes reſdund, 1 
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The ſire againſt the ſon his arrows drew, 15 
Ober the wide fields the furious mother flew, . 
And while her arms her fecond hope contain, 
Sprung from the rocks, and plung d into the main. 
But wave whate er to Cadmus may belong, 
And fix, O Muſe ! the barrier of thy ſong, 20 
At Oedipus. from his diſaſters trace 2575 
The long confuſions of his guilty race. 
Nor yet atiempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 
And mighty Cæſar's conqu ring eagles ſingß; 
How twice he tam'd proud 1/ter's rapid flood, 25 


While Dacian mountains ſtream'd with barb'rous 


Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, (blood; 
And ftretch'd his empire to the frozen pole; | 
Or long before, with early. valour ſtrove, A 
In youthful arms t aſſert the cauſe of Jove. 30 
And thou, great heir of all thy father's fame, 
Encreaſe of glory to the Latian name: 
Oh bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, 
Nor let deſiring worlds intreat in yvain/ n 
What tho the ftars contract their heay'nly ſpace, 35 
And crowd their ſhining ranksto yield thee place: 
Tho” all the skies, ambitious of thy ſway, 
Sonſpire to court thee from our world away; 
Tho' Phabus longs to mix his rays with'thine, 
And in thy glories more ſerenely ſhine; Þ 40 
Tho” Jour himſelf no leſs content would be, 
To part his throne and ſhare his heav'n with thees 
; * ſtay, wear Gert. and youchſafe to reign _ 
Fer the wide earth, and o'er the watry main, 
Reſign to Jove his empire of the skies, 45 
And people pea with Roman Deities - _ 
The time will come when a diviner flame _ 
Shall warm my breaſt to ſing of Cæſar's fame: 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding Muſe. 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuſe: 50 
Of furious hate ſuryiving death, ſhe ſings, 
A fatal throne to two contending Kings, 


— 4 


'STATIUS bi THEBAIS: er 5 


And fun' ral flames, that parting ge] in air, 
Expreſs the diſcord of the ſouls they bea: 

Of towns diſpeopled, and the wand ring gtiofts 55 s 
Of Kings unbury'd on the waſted coats; | 


When Dirce's fountain bluſh'd with Grecian todd) : 


And Thetis , near Iſmenos ſwelling flood, 11 
With dread beheld the rolling ſurges ſweep d 
In heaps, his ſlaughter d ſons into the deep. 4 
What Hero, Clio! wilt thou firſt relate? 8 
The raging Tydeus, or the Prophet“ er 
Or how with hills of lain on ey'ry ide, 
Hippomedon repell'd the hoſtile ryde? OA 
Or how:the “ youth with ev'ry grace adorad, c s 
Untimely fell, to be for ever mound? 
Then to fierce Capanenus thy verſe extend, 
And ſing, with horror, his prodigious — 
Now wretched Oedipus , depriv'd ot „ | 
Led a long death in everlaſting * 5 2 76 
Bur while he dwells where not a c 5 
Can pierce the darkneſs, and abhors the a 1 
The clear, reflecting mind, preſents his ſinn X 
= FRE views, and makes it day wich: 3 
eturning thoughts in endleſs circles roll, | "I 
And His Furies haunt his guilty ſoul. ey. 
The wretch then lifted to th* unpitying hes: - 
Thoſe empty orbs, from whence he tore his eyes, 
| Whoſe wounds yet freſh ,with bloody hands he ſtrook, 
While trom his breaſt theſe dreadful accents broke. 80 a 

Le Gods that o'er the gloomy regions reign HOI. 
Where guilty ſpirits feel eternal pain; 
Thou, ſable Styx! whole livid ſtreams are coll'd 
Thro' dreary coaſts which I, tho“ blind, behold: : i 
Tiſiphone, that oft haſt heard my pray'r, 1 
Aſſiſt, if Oedipus deſerve thy care 
If you receiv'd me from Focafta's womb, 

Ard nurs'd the hops 1. 8 55 to come: 
Þ Partenopens, | | PR” 


1 8 
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K leavi Polybus, I took my way 

To Cyrrha's Temple on that fatal day » 
When by che ſon e 2 22 

here the three roads the — fields, des 
4 I the Spbynxe s riddles durſt explain, 5 | 
Taught by thy ſelf to win the promis d reien: 
3 r, by baleful Furies 2 = | 
With monſtrous mixture ſtain d my mother's beds. 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood , 
And with full luſt thoſe horrid joys renew'ds 
Then ſelf-condemn'd to ſhades of endleſs nicht, | 
Force d from theſe orbs the bleeding balls of ſight. 10⁰ 
Oh hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 
If worthy thee, and what thou might'ſt inſpir 1 
My ſons their old unhappy ſire deſpiſe, 
Spoil'd of his kingdom, and Nd of eyes; | 
Guideleſs I wander, unregarc mourn, | 195 


| | ile theſe exalt their ſcepters o'er my urns 


cle ſons, ye Gods! who with us de, 
Inſult my . and my groan Get. © 5 
Art thou a father, unt ng Fove _ 
And fleeps thy thunder in the realms 3 110 
Thou Fury „ then, ſome laſting curſe entail, 
Which oer their childrens children ſhall prevail: 
Place on their heads that crown diſtain d with gore, 
Which theſe dire hands from my ſlain father tore; 
Go, and a porent's heavy curſes bear; wy 
Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare 14 | 
Their kindred fouls to mutual hate and war. 
Give them to dare, what I might wiſhto ſee, 
Blind as I am, ſome glorious villany! 5 
Too ſhalt thou find, if thou 7 armcheir hands nn 
eir ready. guilt enting commands: | 
; Cola iche 5 „ 5 
They'd prove the father from whoſe loins they came; 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytus brink 
Her ſnakes, unty d, ate Waters as 12s 
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But at the ſummons, roll'd ber eyes around , 

And ſnarch'd the eee 1 Cons che ee 
m 8 85 
The glidin . 

| Thre <rouds of [i OY d her fight 130 

"1 And dark a ohh the filent night; 

- Swift as ſhe paſs d the flitti ag ghoſts withdrew , 
And the pale ſpectres — ar her views ns 

To th'iron gates of Tenarus ſhe flies 
There ſpreads her dusky pinions to the skies. "35 
The day beheld, and fackning at the ſight, 
Veil'd be fair glories in the hy oh of night. 
Aﬀeighted Atlas, on the diſtant ſhore, . 
Trembl'd, and ſhook the Heav'ns f& Gods hoboen; 
Now from beneath AMalea's airy height . 140 
Aloft ſhe ſprung, and ſteer d to Thebes her flights 
With eager ſpeed: the well known journey took, 
Nor here regrets the hell ſhe late forſook. 
A hundred ſnakes her gloomy viſage ſhade, + 
A hundred ſerpents guard her horrid head, 145 
In her ſunk eye balls I; dreatiful meteors glow, © n 
Such rays from Phabe's bloody cirdeflow, [high 
When lab'ring with ſtrong charms; ſhe ſhoots from : 
A fiery gleam, and dents all the Sky. 5 
Blood ſtain'd her cheeks, & from n beben | 

: Blue ſteaming poiſons, and a length of flames 151 

From ex ry blaſt of her contagious breath, 
Famine and drought proceed ,and plagues, and death: 

A robe obſcene Was Tos her ſhoulders thrown , 
A dreſs by Fates and Furies worn alone: 1355 
She toſs'd her meagre arms: her better hand 
In waving circles whirl'd a fun ral brand; 
A ſerpent from her left, was ſeen to rear 
His flaming creſt, and lach the yielding air. 
But when the Fury took her ſtand on high, 
Where vaſt Cytheron's top ſalutes the a | 
A hiſs from all the ſnaky tire went round 1 | 


The dreadfull ſignal all the rocks rebound, 
1 And thro' th' Achaian cities ſend theſoand, - 
| F * n. 
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Oete, with high Parnaſſus, heard the voice; 16 
Eurota's banks remurmur d to the noiſes 
Again Leucothoe ſhook at theſe alarm, | 
And preſs'd Palamon cloſer in her arms 
Headlong from thence the glowing Fury ſprings , 

And o'er the Theban palace ſpreads her wings, 179 
Once more invades the guilty dome, and fhrouds - 
Its bright pavilions: in a veil of clouds. LL. 


Strait with the * rage of all their race poſſeſt, | 5 5 
175 


tung to the ſoul, the brothers ſtart from reſt, 
And all the Furies wake within their breaſt. 
Their tortur'd minds repining envy tears, 
And hate, engender'd by ſuſpicious fears; 
And ſacred thirſt of ſway; and all the ties 
Of Nature broke, and royal perjuries; * . 
And impotent deſire to reign alone, 180 
That ſcorns the dull reverſion of a thronez 
Each would the ſweets of ſov'reign rule devour, 


While diſcord waits upon divided po wir. 
As ſtubborn ſteers by brawny plowmen broke, 
And join d reluQant to the galling yoke, 185 


Alike diſdain with ſervile necks to bear 5 | 
Th' unwonted weight, or drag the crooke| ſhare 2 
Bur rend the reins, and bound a diff rent way, 
And all the furrows in confuſion laß 
Such was the diſcord of the royal pair, 190 
Whom fury drove precipitate to war. "9 14257 
In vai the chiefs contriv'da ſpecious way, 

To govern Thebes by their alternate ſway; 

Unjuft decree! while this enjoys the ſtate; = 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate; x04 -- 
And the ſhort Monarch of a haſty year 8 
Foreſees with anguiſh his returning heir. ; 
Thus did this league their impious arms reſtrain, + 
Put ſcarce ſubſiſted to the ſecond reign. 


Vet 


* Gentiliſque animos ſubit furor, ſeems to me à better 
en ding than Gentileique, 25 | , * 235 


* b ; a th 
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Feet then no proud aſpiring piles were rais'd, 200 
:Whoſe fretted roofs with poliſh'd metals blaz'd; 
No labour'd columns in long order plac d, 
No Grecian ſtone the pompous arches grac'd; 
Nor nightly bands in glitt'ring armour wait 
Before the ſleepleſs Tyrant's guarded gate: 205 
No chargers then were wrought in burniſh'd Goll, 
Nor ſilver vaſes took the forming mold, 
Nor gems on bowls emboſs'd were ſeen to ſhine, 
Blaze on the brims, and ſparkle in the wine---- _ 
Say, wretched riyals! what provokes your rage? 210 
Say to what end your impious arms engage? _ 
Not all bfight phichus views in early morn, _ 
Or when his evening beams the welt adorn, _ 
When the ſouth glows with his meridian ray, - - 
And the cold north receives a fainter day 215 
For crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, 
Were all thoſe realms the guilty victor's prize! 
But Fortune now (the lots of empire thrown). . 
Decrees to proud Erheocles the Crown : 8-8 
What joys, oh Tyrant? ſwell'd thy foul that day, 220 
When all were Naves thou could ſt around ſuryey ,. 
Pleas d to behold unbounded pow'r thy own, - : 
And ſingly fill a fear'd and envy'd throne! 
But the vile vulgar, ever diſcontent,  — 
Theirgrowing fears in ſecret murmurs vent; 227 
Still prone to change, tho {till the ſlaves of tate ,+ 
And ſure the monarch whom they have, to hate; 
Madly they make new Lords, then tamely bear, 
And ſoftly curſe the Tyrants whom they tear. _ .- 
And one of thoſe who groan beneath the ſway 230 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey; _ 
_ (Whom envy to the great, and'yulgar thigh, $223 
With ſcandal arm'd, th' ignoble mind's delight) _ 
Exclaim'd O Thebes! for thee what fates remain, 
What woes attend this inauſpicious reign? 235 
Muſt we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, > 
Each haughty maſter's yoke by turns to bear, 8 
And ſtill io change whom chang d we ſtill mult fear? 
. 735- a 


9% Tre FIRST BOOK of 


| 5 £ 
Theſe now controul a wretched people's fate, 
- Theſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ſtate; 246 
Ev'n Fortune rules no more: O ſervile land, 
Where exil'd tyrants till by turns command! _ 
Thou Sire of Gods and men, imperial Fove!l _-. 
Is this th? eternal doom decreed above? 
On thy own offspring haſt thou fix d this fate, 245 
From the firſt birth of our unhappy ſtate; 5 
When baniſh'd Cadmus wand ' ring o'er the main, 
For loſt Europa ſearch'd the world in vain, + 
And fated in Bœotian fields to found wh 
A riſing Empire on a foreign ground, 230 
Firſt rais'd our walls en that ill-omen'd plain, 
Where earth-born brothers were by brothers ſlain? 
What lofty looks th* unrival'd Monarch bears! 
How all the tyrant in his face appears ! SD 
What ſullen fury clouds his ſcornful brow 1 255 
Gods! how his eyes with threatning ardourglow! 72 
Can this imperious Lord forget to reign, 
Quit all his ſtate, deſcend, and ſerve again? 
Yet who, before, more popularly bow'd, 


Who more propitious to the ſuppliant crowd, 260 
Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? 
What wonder then? he was not then alone, 
Oh wretched we, a vile, ſubmiſſive train, 
Fortune's tame fools, and ſlaves in ey'ry reign! 
As when two winds with rival force contend, 265 
This way and that, the /wav'rivg fails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 
Now here, now there, the reeling veſſel throw: 
Thus on each ſide, alas! our tott'ring ſtate 
Feels all the fury of reſiſtleſs Fate, 270 
And doubtful till, and ſtill diſtracted ſtands, _ 
While that Prince threatens , & while this commands. 
And now th' almighty Father of the Gods | 
Convenes a council in the bleſs'd abodes, Fn 
Far in the bright receſſes of the skies, 275 
High o'er the rowling heay'ns, a manſion lies, 


© > 
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Whence , far below, the Gods at once ſurvey 
"The realms of riſing and declining day, £5 
Andallth' extended ſpace of earth, and air, and ſea. 
Full in the midſt, and on a ſtarry throne, : 72 
The Majeſty of heav'n ſuperior none 
_ Serene he look'd, and gave an awful * nod, 
And all the trembling ſpheres confeſt d the God. 
At Jove's aſſent, — Deities aroun cg 
In ſolemn ſtate the conſiſtory crown de "$314 183 | 
Next, a long order of inferior powrs 
Aſcend from hills, and plains, and ſhady bow'rs3 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rowling rivers flow ,- 
And thoſe that give the wandring winds to bow; 


Here all their rage, andey'n their murmuts ceaſe, 299 


And facred ſilence reigns, and univerſal peace. 
A ſhining ſynod of majeſtic Gods 8 | 
Gilds with new luſtre the divine abodes, 
Heay'n ſeems improv'd with a ſuperior ray, 
And the bright arch reflects a double day. 295 
The Monarch then his ſolemn ſilence broke; * 
The ſtill creation liſten'd while he ſpoke, 

Each ſacred accent bears eternal weight, 
And each irrevocable word is fate. * 

How long ſhall Man the wrathof heav'n defy, 300 
And force unwilling vengeance from the sk); / 
Oh race confed'rare into crimes, that proves 

Triumphant o'er th eluded rage of Jove! | 

This weary'd arm can ſcarce the bolt ſuſtain, 
And unregarded thunder rolls in van: 305 
Th' o erlabour d Cyrlop from his task retire 
Th' Aolian forge Aae of irs fires. 
For this, I ſuffet d Phœbus ſteeds to ſtray, 
And the mad ruler to miſguide the day, 
When the wide earth to heaps of aſlies turnꝰd, 


And heay'n itſelf rhe wand ring chariot burn d. 


310 


For 
* placido EY ramen omnia Vultu, is the common 


reading ; I believe it Should be- Nuru, with — te the 
word quatiens, | | 
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For this, my brother of the watry rein 
Releas'd th' imperuous ſluices of the main, 8 | 
But flames couſum'd, and billows rag'd in vain. 

6} Two races now, ally'd 10 Jove, offend; 315 
To puniſh theſe, fee Jove himſelf deſcend?!ũ—ẽé: 
The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 

From godlike Perſaus thoſe of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus fate who does not know? | 
And the long ſeries of ſucceeding woe: ; 
How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, 

Aroſe, and mix'd with men in mortal fight: 
Th” exulting mother ſtain'd with filial blood; 
The ſavage hunter, and the haunted woodd̃ 
The diretul banquet why ſhould 1 proclaim, 325 
And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name? 

E re I recount the ſins of theſe profane, + 

The ſun would ſink into the weſtern main, 5 
And riſing gild the radiant eaſt again. 
Have we not ſeen (the blood of Laius ſned) 330 
The murd' ring Son aſcend his parent's bel, 
Thro' violated Nature force his way, +7 | 


320 


_— 
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And ftain the ſacred womb where once he lay? 
Let now in darkneſs and deſpair he groans 
And for the crimes of guilty Fate attones 335 
His ſons with ſcorn tbeir eyeleſs father view, 13 
Inſult his wounds, and make them bleed anew. = 
Trluhy curſe, oh Oedipus, juſt heay'n alarms, T” 
And ſets ih' avenging thunderer in ams. 
I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 340 
And give the nations to the waſte of war. 
Adraſtus ſoon, with Gods ayerſe, ſhall join 
In dire alliance with the Theban line; ' _ 
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Hence ftrife ſhal] riſe, and mortal war ſucceed; 
ll | The guilty realms of Tantalus ſhall bleed, 34 5 
6 Fix'd is their doom; this all-remembring breaſt 
| Yet harbours vengeance for the Tyrant's feaſt. 


He ſaid; and thus the Queen of heay'n return d 
(Wich ſudden grief her lab ring boſom burn'd ) 5 5 


— 
Re” 4 
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Maſt: 1 whoſe cares Phoroneus' tow'rs: defend, 350 
Muſt I, oh Jove,; in bloody w gr contend 2... 

Thou know t thoſe regions my protection claim, 5 
Glorious in arms, in r i nett 
Tho' there the fair Ægyptian beiter . 
And there deluded Argus ſlept, and bleds.. £355 
Tho there the brazen tow'r was ſtorm'd of KR 8 
When Jove deſcended in almighty gold. ; 
Vet 1 can pardon thoſe obſcurer rapes, p 
Thoſe: baſhful crimes diſguis'd in borrow'd por 
But Thebes, where ſhining in ecleſtial charms. 360 


Thou cam'ſt triumphant to a mortal's arms, 


When all my glories o'er her limbs were ſpread, 
And blazing lightnings danc'd around her bed; 
Curs'd Thebes the vengeance ir deſerves, may prove, 
Ah why ſhou'd Argos: feel the rage of Jove? * 365 
Yet 2 thou wilt thy ſiſter-Qneen en — 
Since ſtill the luſt of x ory fares . ſoul 25 
Go, .raſe my Samos, let Mycen? fal 
And level with the dnſt the Spartan ei 
No more let mortals Juno's pow'r invoke, 370 
Her Fanes no more with eaſtern incenſe Sp 
Nor victims ſink beneath the ſacred ſtroke; 
But to your js all my rites transfer, 
Let altars blaze and teinples ſmoke for hers... 
For her, thro' . Fgypr's fruitful clime renawn' "ro 7 ut | 
Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel ſound. | 
y ©: if thou muſt reform, the ſtubborn Ades, 
ing on the ſons the father's erimes, 
. 4505 the long records of diſtant age 
Derive incitements to renew thy rage; ere c 
Say, from what period then has Jove deſign 14 
Jo date his vengeance; to what bounds — 8 d 
Begin from thence, where firſt Alpheus hides . " 
335 


4 


His wandring ſtream, andhro' the briny tides, 

Unmix'd, to his Sicilian river glides. _. 

Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, | 

Vhole i 1 rites — * Werde name, * 
N 


. = 


— BRAG er Ae 


— — 
—— * 


22 
r Ro oy 


AD — — 
2 


. ˙ ˙ rene cr worms ny or ee 


9% The FIRST BOOK of 
Who raiſe thy Temples where the chariot ſtood 


Of fierce Oenimaus defil d with bloodz 

W here once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet WY 3 go 
And human bonesyet. whiten all the ground. 
Say , can thoſe honours pleaſe? and can'ſt thou love 


Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb of Jove ? 


And ſhall not Tantalus his kingdoms ſhare 


Thy wife and fiſter's tutelary care? 395 
Reverſe, O Jove, thy too fevere decree, | 


Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee; 


On impious realms, and barb'rous Kings, im 


Thy plagues, and curſe em with fuch * ſonsas ole. 

Thus in reproach & pray r, the Queen expreſt 490 
The rage and grief contending inher breaſt, 
Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler o the Sky, 


And from his chrone rewuriy'd this tern 13 | 


Twas thus Ideem'd thy haughtyfoul wonldbear y | 
The dire, tho* juſt, revenge which I arte 497 
Againſt a Nation — peculiar care: 
No leſs Dion mig ht for Thebescontend , 
Not Bacchus leſs his native town defend; | 
Yet thefe in filence fee the Fates fulfill 
Their work, and rey'rence our ſuperior will. 419 
For by the black infernal Styx 1 ſwear, | 


| {Thardormtfutoati which bioddthe Thunderer )- /- 


Tis fix d; 5 th ĩrrevocable doom of Jove 3 $ 4454 7 5 
No force can bend me, no perſuaſion move. N ee 
Haſte then, Cyllenius, 'thro' the liquid air; n 


So mount the winds, and to the ſhades repair; 


Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey , 


„ — And give. u Lain: to the realms of day, 
Whole ghoſt, yet ſhiv'ring on Cocytus ſand, | 


Expects its paſſage to the farther ftrands 420 


Let the pale fire reviſit Thebes, and bear 


Theſe pleaſing orders tre the Tyrant's ear; Forts 

That, 33 exil'd brother, ſwyell d ih pride. 

Ot foreign forces, and his Areive bride ,. | | 
ng 


| . 2 and Polynices, 
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Almighty Jowe commands him to detain „ 
The promis d empire, and alternate reigg: 
Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate. 
The reſt, ſucceeding times ſhall ripen into Fate, 
The God ob eys, and to his feet applies 3 
Thoſe ig wh s that cut the yielding skies; 34 | 
His —_ hat his beamy locks o erſpread, 
And verF& the ſtarry glories of his head: 
He teiz'd his wand that cauſes fleep to fly, 
Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 
That drives the dead to dark Tartarean coaſts, » 43 4 
Or back to life compels the wondring ghoſts. . 
Thus, tbro' the arting clouds, the ſon of May | 
Wings on _ „ Des his rapid. way, 
Now ſmoothly ſteers thro” air his equal flight, 
Now ſpringsaleft, and tow rs th 3 beige cd 
Then wheeling down the ſteep of heay'n he es > 
And draws a radiant circle o'er the skies. 
' Meantime the baniſh'd Polynices roves 76 
(His Thebes abandan'd) thro' th' Aonian e, 
While future realms his ce e e 
His daily viſion, and his dr Y night 3, - 
Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, / 
From whence he fees his abſent brother * "ip <p 
Wich tranſport views the airy rule his n 
And ſwells on an imaginary throne. 410 
Fain would he caſt a tedious age away,. + 
And Eve out all in one triumpliant day. 
He chides the lazy progreſs of the ſun 
And bids the year with ſwifter motion „ 
With anrious hopes his craving mind is — 455 ; 
And all his joys in length of wiſhes loſt. 
The Hero then reſolves his courſe to bend 2 | 


7 


Where ancient Danaus fruitful fields extend, 
And fam'd Myrene s lofty tow'rs aſcend, : 
(Where late the Sun did Atreus crimes deteſt © 460 


And 2 in 9 of _ Feaſt.) 1 | 


— 
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And now by chance, by Fate, or Furies led, 
From Bacchus conſecrated caves he fle. 
Where the ſhrill cries of frantic matrons ſound 11 4 


And Pentheus' blood enrich'd the riſing ground, 46 


The hanging cliffs of Scyren's rock explores, 470 


4 Frome the skies the bright return of day; 
Nd faint reflections of the diſtant light 
Streak with long gleams the ſcatt ' ring ſhades of night x 


Then ſees Cythærbn tow ring o'er the plain, 
And thence declining gently to the main. 
Next to the bounds of Niſus's realm repairs, 
Where treach'rous Scylla cut the i hairs: 


2 


And hears the murmurs of the diff'rent ſhores: -- 


_ Paſſes the ſtrait that parts the foaming ſeas, 
And ſtately Corinth's pleaſing ſire ſurveys» 


Tas now the time when Phabus yieldsto night, 


And riſing Cynthia ſheds her ſilver light, 473 
Wide oer the world in ſolemn pomp ſlie dre, 


& 


Her airy chariot , hung with pearly dew; 


Mul birds and beaſts lie huſh d; fleep ſteals away * 
The wild deſires of men, and toils of day,.-' | 


And brings ,' deſcending thro! the ſilent air, 480 


A ſweet forgetfulneſs of human care. 


4 


Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, r- 


pt 


From the damp earth impervious yapours riſe, 481 
Encreaſe the darkneſs and involye the skies. 


At once the ruſhing winds with roaring ſoundg 


, Burſt from th"ZZolian caves, and rend the ground, f 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 485 


And win by turns the kingdom of the sky: 
But with à thicker night black Auſter ſhrouds  _- 
Theheav'ns, and drives on heaps the rowling clouds; 
From whoſe dark womb a ratling tempeſt pours, 
Which the cold north congeals to haily ſhow ers. 49 
From pole to pole the thunder roars aloul, 
And broken lightnings flaſh from ev'ry cloud. _ 
Now ſmoaks with ſhow'rsthe miſty mountain · ground, 
And floated fields lie undiſtinguiſh'd round: 
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Th Inachian ſtreams with headlong fury run, 496 
And Eraſmus rowls a deluge oon 
The foaming Lerna ſwells above its boundss - 
And ſpreads its ancient poiſons o'er the grounds? - 
| Where late was duſt, now rapid torrents play, 
Ruſh thro' the mounds ,and bear thedanimsaway:5c0 
Old limbs of trees from crackling foreſts torn, _ | 
Are whirl'd in air, and on the winds are born; E 
The ſtorm the dark Lycean groves diſplay d, 
And firſt to light expos'd the ſacred thade. 
Th' imrepid Theban hears the burſting ky, Fog 
Sees yawning rocks in maſly fragments ftr, 
And views aſtoniſh'd, from the hills aar, 
The floods deſcending and the watry war- 
That driv'n by ſtorms, and pouring o'er the plain, 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houſes tothemain. to 


| Thro' the brown horrors of the night he fled, _ 

Nor knows, amaz d, what doubtful path to tread, 

5 His brother's image to his mind appears 

' Inflameshis heart with rage, & wings his feet withfears 

i So fares a ſailor on the ſtormy main, 313 

. When clouds conceal Bobtes golden wann, 

; When not a ſtar its friendly luſtre keeps, © 

| Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deepsz 

4 He dreads the rocks, and ſhoals, and ſeas, and skies, 

; While thunder roars.& lightning round him flies. 520 

oy Thus ſtrove the Chief onev'ry ſide diftreſs'd, _ 

5 Thus ſtill his courage, with his toils, enereas dv: 

5 With his broad ſhield oppos'd, he forc'd his way 

T Thro' thickeſt woods, and roua d the beaſts of prey. 

27 Till he beheld , where from Lariſſa's height 325 

8 The ſhelving walls reflect a glancing lightrz 

5 Thither with haſte the Theban Hero fies 5 

: On this ſide Lerna's pois nous water lies, 8 

1 On that, Proſymna's grove and Temple riſe: 

He paſs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 350 

| And to the regal palace bent his way) | 
3 — | | | 
. | 
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On the cold marble ſpent with toil he lies, 2 
And waits till pleaſing ſlumbers ſeal his eyes. 
Acdraſtus here his happy Hg ap W 
Bleſs'd with calm peace in his declining days; 533 
By both his parents of deſcent divine 
Great Jove and Phœbus 0 his noble line; 
| Heay'n had not crown'd his wiſhes with aſon, 
But two fair daughters heir d his ſtate and throne,. 
To him Apollo (wondrous to relate? $540 
But who can pierce into the depths of Fate?) 
| Had ſung Expect thy ſons on Argos ſhore , 
A yellow lion and a briſtly boar. 
This, long revolv'd in his paternal breaſt, 
Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his reſt. 545 
This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 
Tho! skill'd in fate and dark futurit 7. 
The father's care and prophet's art were yain , 
For thus did the predicting God ordain. 
Lo hapleſs Iydeus, whoſe ill fatedhand $56 
Had ſlain his brother, leaves his native land, 

And ſeiz'd with horror, in the ſhades . , 
Thro' the thick defarts beadlong urg d his flight: 
Now by the fury of the tempeſts driva n 
He ſeeks a ſhelter from th' inclement heav'n; 555 

Till led by Fate, the Theban's ſteps he treads, - 
And to fair Argos open court ſucceeds. 
When thus the Chiefs from dift'rent lands reſort 
2 ons 1 "oops a ij court , „ 
The Kings ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes „56 
And views their arms and habit with ſurpriae. 
A lion's yellow skin the Theban wears, 


Oblique his tuslæs, erect his briſtles ſtood, 
Ave, the pride and terror of the wood. 


1 : Horrid his mane , and rough with curling hairs; 

— 1 Such once employ'd Alcides' youthful toils, 
44 E're yet adorn'd with Nemea's dreadful ſpoils. 565 
9 A boar's Riff hide, of Calydonian breed, 
it  Oerides' manly ſhoulders oyerſpread, 


Struck | 
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Struck with the ſig ht, 4 and fix d i in deepamaze 2570 
The King th' — oracle ſurveys, 
Reveres Apollo's vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding Godhead, and his future ſons. 
Ober all his boſom ſecret tranſports regis. 
And a glad horror ſnoots thro'ey'ry yeins 575. 
To heay'n he lifts his hands, erects his fight, 
And thus invokes the ſilent Queen of nig 2 
_ Goddeſs of ſhades, beneath whoſe gloomy reign 
Von pangled arch glows with the ſtarry train, 

You who the cares of heay'n and earth allay, 580 
Till Nature, quickned by th' inſpiring = , 8 > 
Wakes to new vigour with the riſing 5 
Oh thou who freeſt me from my Gabeln, | 
Long loſt and wilder'd in the maze of fate! 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aĩd; $5- 
Proceed, and Gem choſe: Oment com dat made l 
We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 
And on thy altars ſacrifices laß; 

The ſable flock ſhall fall beneath the drake, LS 
And fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke: $96 
Hail, faithful Tripos! hail; ye dark abodes 
Of awfal Phœbus : EL confeſs the Gods 
Thus, ſeiz d with ſacred fear, the Monarch pray 45 
Then to his inner court che gueſts convey d; 
Where = thin fumes from dying ſparks ariſe * 


1 


And duſt yet white upon each altar 1855 
The relicks of a former ſacrifice, 

The King once more the folemn rites requires, 
And bids renew the feaſts, and wake the fires, 
His train obey, while all the courts around 600 
With noiſy care and various tumult ſound. 2 
Embroider'd purple cloaths the go you beds; 
This ſlave the 2 and that the table (; preads; 
A third diſpels the darkneſs of the ache,” 

And fills depending lamps with * of light; 605 
Here loaves in caniſters are pil'd on high, - 

And there „in flames 3 — victims fry. 


Sublime 


1 , FAST Ger .* 


| Sublime in regal ſtate » Adraſtus ſhone . 
Stretch'd on rich carpets, on his iv ry throne; 


A lofty couch receives each princely gueſt; 610 


Around, at awful diſtance, wait the reſt, 

And now the King, his royal feaſt to grace, 
Aceſtis calls, the guardian of his race; . 
Who firſt their youth in arts of virtue train d, 
And their ripe years in modeſt grace maintain d. 615 
Then ſoftly whiſper'd in her faithful ear, 

And bade his daughters at the rites appear. 

When from the cloſe apartments of the night , 
The royal Nymphs approach'd divinely bright; 
Such was Dianas ſuch Minerva's face; 620 
Nor fhine their beauties with ſuperior grace, 

But that in theſe a milder charm endears, 

And leſs of terror in their looks appears. 

As on the Heroes firſt they caſt their eyes, 


Ober their fair cheeks the glowing bluſhes riſe, 625 


Their down-caſt looks a decent ſhame confeſt, 
Then, on their father's rev'rend features reſt. 


The banquet done, the Monarch gives the ſign, 


To fill the goblet high with ſparkling wine, 


Which Danaus us'd in ſacred rites of old, 630 


With ſculpture grac'd, and rough with riſing god. 
Here to the clouds victorious Perſeus flies; 
Meduſa ſeems to move her languid eyes, | : 
And ey'n in gold, turns paler as ſhe dies. 
There fromthe chace Fove's tow'ring eagle bears 635 
On golden wings, the !hrygian to the ſtars; 
Still as he riſes in th* zthereal height, 
His native mountains leſſen to his ſight 
While all his ſad companions. upward gaze, 
Fix d on the man ſcene in wild amaze; 640 
And the ſwift hounds, affrighted as he flies, 

Run to the ſhade, and bark againſt the skies. 
| 9 bowl with gen rous juice was crown d, 


Ihe firſt libations ſprinkled on the grounds 
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By turns on each celeſtial Pow'r they call; 645 
With Phabus name reſounds the yaulted hall. 
The courtly train, the ſtrangers, and the reſt, 
Crown'd with chaſte lawrel, and with garlands dreſt, 
(While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze) 
Salute the God in num'rous hymns of praiſe. 650 
Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble gueſts, 
Theſe honour'd altars, and theſe annual feaſts, - 


To bright Apollo's awful name deſign d, 


Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind. p 
Great was the cauſe; our old ſolemnities 655 
From no blind zeal-or fond tradition riſes  —= 


Lut ſav'd from death, our Argives yearly pay 


Theſe grateful honours to the God of Day. 

| When by a thouſand darts the Phython flain . 
With orbs unroll'd lay covering all the plain, 660 
(Transfix'd as o'er Caſtalia's ſtreams he hung, 
And ſuck'd new poiſons with his _ tongue 
To Argos realms the victor God reſorts, . 


And enters old Crotopus humble courts. 
This rural prince one only daughter bleſt, 665 


That all the charms of blooming youth poſſeſt; 
Fair was her face, and ſpotleſs was her mind, 
Where filial love with virgin ſweetneſs join d. 
Happy! and happy {ſtill ſhe might have provds 
Were ſhe leſs beautiful, or leſs beloy'd! 670 
But PHbus lov'd, and on the flow'ry file | 
Of Nemea's ſtream, the yielding fair enjoy d; 

And e'er ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
'Th' illuſtrious off-ſpring of the God was born. 
The Nymph , her father's anger to evade, 675 


Now flies from Argos to the _ ſhade, 
| To woods and wilds the pleaſing burden bears, 


And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd's cares. | 
How mean a fate, unhappy child! is thine? 


Ah how unworthy thoſe of race divine? 6 


On flow'ry herbs in ſome green covert laid, 
His bed the ground, his canopy the ſhade, 
oo Wy | He 
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He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries; > | 
While the rude ſwain his rural muſic tries, C 1 
To call ſoft ſlumbers on his infant —_ „„ 
| 5 ev'n in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 

Was more, alas! than cruel Fate would give! 

For on the graſſy verdure as he lay, s 


— 


And breath'd the freſhneſs of the riſing day 5 


Deyouring dogs the helpleſs infant tore, 690 


ö 


Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 

Thy aſtoniſh'd mother when the rumour came, 

Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 

With loud complaints ſhe fills the yielding air, 

d beats her breaſt, and rends her flowing hair; 695 

hen wild with anguiſh, to her Sire ſhe flies; 

Demands the ſentence, and contented dies. | 

But touch'd with ſorrow for the dead, too late, } 

The raging God prepares t avenge her fate. 

He ſends a monſter, horrible and fell, 700 

Begot by Furies in the depths of hell. | 

The peſt a virgin's face and boſom bears; 4 

High on her crown a riſing ſnake appears, 5 

Guards her black front, and hiſſes in her hairs: 

About. the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round; 705 

When night with ſable wings oberſpreads the ground, 

Devours young babes before their parent's eyes, 

And feeds and thrives on publick miſeries. 
But gen rous rage the bold Chorebus warms , | 

Cborabus, fam'd for virtue, as for arms; 710 

Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial lame, 

Thought a ſhort life well loſt for endleſs fame. 

Fhele, where two ways in equal parts divide, 

The direful monſter from afar deſcry'd; 8 | 

Two bleeding babes depending at her fide; 9715 

Whoſe panting vitals, warm with life, ſhe draws, 

And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 

The youth ſurround her with extended ſpears; 

But brave Chorebxs in the front appears. 
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Deep in her breaſt he plung d his ſhining ſword, 72 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell reſtor CQ. 
Th' Inachians view'd the ſlain with vaſt ſurprize, 
Her twiſting volumes , and her rowling eyes, 
Her ſpotted breaft, and gaping womb embru'd 
With livid poiſon, and our infant's blood. 727 
The crowd in ſtupid wonder fix d appear ; | 
Pale ev'n in joy; nor yet forget to fear. 
Some with. vaſt beams the ſquallid corps engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 1 x SEP 
The birds obſcene, uns eg flock d to taſt, 730 
With hollow ſcreeches fled the dire repaſtz 
And ravenous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 
And ſtarving wolves, ran howling to the wood. 

But fir'd with rage, from cleft Parnaſſus browy 
Avenging Phabus bent his deadly bow, * 
And hiſſing fle the feather d Fates below; 
A night of ſultry clouds involv'd around 
The tow'rs, the fields, and the devoted ground: 
And now a thouſand lives together fled , : 
Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, > 740 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 4 

But Phæbus, ask d ogy Wr fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blaſts the ſickly year, 
Demands their lives by whom his monſter fell, 
And dooms a dreadful ſacrifice to hell. = 
Hhleſs'd be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 

Attend thy Manes, and preſerve thy name; 

Undaunted Heroi who, divinely brave, 
In ſuch a cauſe diſdain'd thy life to fave; = 
But view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 750 
And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke. 1 

Wich piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 

And conſcious virtue, ſtill its own reward, | 
Willing I come, anknowing how to fer; 
Nor ſhalt thou, Phæbus, find a ſuppliant here. 75 
Thy monſter's death to me was ow'd alone, 
And 'tis a deed too glorious to diſown. 


: VV 


* 


The clouds diſpers d, Apollo's wrath expir'd, 


(on gen rous Prince) my nation or my name? 795 
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Behold him here, for whom, ſo many days, 
Impervious clouds conceal'd thy ſullen rays; | 
For whom, as Man no longer claim'dthy care, 76 


Such numbers fell by peſtilential air? 


But if th'abandon'd race of human-kind 
From Gods above no more compaſſion find, | 
If ſuch inclemency in heay'n can dwells 5 

765 


Let why muſt un- offending Argos feel 


The vengeance due to this unlucky ſteel? 

On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 

Nor err from me, ſince 1 deſerve it all? 

Unleſs our deſart cities pleaſe thy fight, | 
And fun' ral flames refle& a grateful light. 770 
Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend, 


And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſend; 


But for my Country let my fate attope, 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. _ 
Merit diſtreſs'd, impartial heav'n relieves; 775 

Unzyelcome life relenting Phebus gives 


For not the vengeful Pow'r, thatglow'dwith rage, 
With ſuch amazing virtue durſt engage. 
780 
And from the wondringGod th'unwilling youth retir d 


5 # 


Thence we theſe altars in histemple raiſe, 


And offer annual honours, feaſts, and praiſe; 


Theſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phœbus pleaſe, 784 | 


Theſe honours, ſtill renew d, his antient wrath appeaſe 


But fy, illuſtrious gueſt (adjoin'd the King) 
What name you bear, from what high race you ſpring? 


The noble Iydeus ſtands confeſs'd, and known 
Our neighbourPrince, and heir of Calydon. 


And ſilent hours to various talk invite. 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
Confus'd, and ſadly thus at length replies: 
Before theſe altars how ſhall I proclaim 


Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night 790 


Or 


— 
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Or thro* what veins our antient blood has rolbd ? 
Loet the ſad tale for ever reſt untold! | 
Yet if propitious to a wretch unknown, 
You ſeek to ſhare in ſorrows not your own; - 
Know then, from Cadmus I derive my race, 8co 
Jocaſta s ſon, and Thebes my native place. * 
To whom the King, (who telt his gen'rous breaſt © 
 Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueſt) 
Replies Ah why forbears the ſon to name + 
His wretched father, known too well by fame? 805 
Fame, that delights around the world to ſtray, 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. 
Ev'n thoſe who dwell where ſuns at diſtance roll, 
In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole, 
And thoſe who tread the burning Lybianlands, $19 
The faithleſs Syrtes and the moving ſands; 
Who view the weſtern ſea's extremeſt bounds, 
Or drink of Ganges in their eaſtern grounds 
All theſe the woes of Oedipus ev io 5 


Tour fates , your furies, and your haunted town. 815. 
If on the ſons the parents crimes deſcend, 
What prince from thoſe his lineage can defend? 
Be this thy comfort, that tis thine t'efface - 
With vertuous acts thy anceſtors diſgrace, © 155 
And be thy ſelf the honour of thy race. 2 $20 
But ſee?! the ſtars begin to ſteal away,  _* 
And ſhine more faintly at approaching da:; 
Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays, 
Once more reſound the great Apollo's praiſe. 

Oh father: Phabus! whether Lycia's coaſt B25 
And ſnowy mountains, thy bright preſence boaſt 
Whether to ſweet Caſtalia thou repair, 

And bathe in ſilver dews thy yellow hair; 

Or pleas'd to find fair Delos float nu more, 

Delight in Cynthus, and the ſhady ſhore, 330 

Or chuſe thy ſeat in Ilion's proud abodes, 
The ſhining ſtructures rais d by lab'ring Gods! 


5 
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By thee the bow and mortal ſhafts are born 

Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn: 
Skill'd in the laws of ſecret fate above, 835 
And the dark counſels of almighty Fove, + 7, 

_ *Tis thine: the ſeeds of future war to know, 

The change of ſcepters, and impending woe; 
When direſul meteors ſpread thro' glowing air 

Long trails of light, and ſhake their blazing hair. 8 40 

Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durſt aſpire 
T'excell the muſic of thy heav'nly lyre; 

Thy ſhafts aveng'd lewd Tityus guilty flame, 
Th'immortal victim of thy mother's fame, 
Thy hand flew Python, and the dame who loſt 845 
Her num'rous off ſpring for a fatal boaſt. 

In P#legias' doom thy juſt revenge appears, 
Condemn'd to furies and eternal tears; | 
He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 
The mouldring rock that trembles from on high. 8 50 

. Fropitious hear our pray'r, O Pow'r divine! 

And on thy hoſpitable Argos ſhine. 8 
Whether the ſtyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 
Whoſe purple rays th* Achemenes.adores 

Or great Oris, who firſt taught the ſwain 855 
In Pharian fields to ſow the golden grain; 

Or Mitra, to whoſe beams tho Perſian bows, 
And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows, 
Mitra , 'whoſe head the blaze of light adorns, 
_ Who graſps the ſtrugling heifer's lunar horns. $69 
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HOMER ODYSSES. 


The beginning of this book deſe ribes the parting of 
Ulyſſes from Phæacia; with the gifts of Alcinous 
to his gueſt; and bis taking (hip for his native 
country Ithaca. FBV 


T HE Sun deſcending, the Phæacian train 
1 Spread their broad Gi , & launch into the main: 
At once they bend, and ſtrike their equal oars, 
And leave the ſinking hills, and leſs'ning ſhores. _ 
While on the deck the Chief in ſilence lies, FF 
And pleaſing flambers ſteal upon his eyes. 
As fiery courſers in the rapid race, 
Urg'd by fierce drivers thro* the duſty ſpace , | 
Toſs their high heads, and ſcour along the plain; 
50 mounts the bounding veſlel o'er the main: 10 
Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 
And the black ocean foams and roars below. 
Thus with ſpread fails the winged gally flies; 
| Leſs (wife, an eagle cuts the liquid skies: 1 
ts Doren: Divine 


Much danger long, and mighty toils he bore, 5 


Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs, 


Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 


is treaſures next, Alcinous gifts, they laid _ 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade; . 50 ( 
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Divine Nyſſes was her ſacred load. 1353 
A man, in wiſdom equal to a God. PE 
In ſtorms by ſea, and combats on the ſhores 
All which fott fleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt; 
Wrapt in a pleaſing, deep, and death-likereſt. 20 
Bur when the morning ſtar with early 5 
Flam'd in the front of heav'n, and promis d day, 
Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſcties 
Fair Ithaca's emerging hills ariſe. mem. 
Far from the town, a ſpacious port appears, 25 
Sacred to Phorcys' paw'r , whoſe name it bears; 
Two craggy rocks, projecting to the main, 
The roaring winds tempeſtuous rage reſtrain; 
Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, - -- 
And ſhips ſecure without their haulſers ride. 30 
High at the head a branching olive grows, 
And crowns the pointed Clif with ſhady boughs. 


Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas; 
Where bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 35 
And maſly beams in native marble ſhone, 7 
On which the labours of the Nymphs wereroll'd , 


Within the cave, the cluſtring bees attend ou 
Their waxen works, or from the roof depend. 40 
Perperual waters o'er the pavement glide; | 
Two marble doors unfold on eitheir ſide; 

Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend, 

But mortals enter at the northen end, _ 
 Thither they bent, and haul'd their ſhip to land, 45 
(The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand) 
Ulyſſes fleeping, on his couch they bore, 

And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore: _ 


Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, 
And tugg'd their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 
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Mean while Ulyſſes in his country lay, 
Releas'd from ſleep; & round him might furvey$ : 
The ſolitary ſhore, and rowling ſea, 255 
Yet had his mind, thro" tedious abſence, loſt _ 

The dear remembrance of his native coalt ; 

| Beſides Minerva, to {ſecure her care, 
Diffus'd around a veil of thicken'd air; 
For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen — 60 
His royal perſon from his friends and Queen, 
Till the proud ſuitors, for their crimes, afford 
An ample yengeance to her injur'd Lors. 
| Now all the land another proſpect bore, 
Another port appear'd, another ſhore; - 65 

And long-comtinu'd ways, and winding floods, 
And unknown mountains , crown'd with unknown 
L woods. „ e ; 

| Penſive and flow, with ſudden grief oppreſt, 

The King aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, _ 
Caſt a long look o'er all the coaſt and main, 70 
And ſought around his native realm in vain; | 
Then with erected eyes ſtood fix'd in woe, 

And, as he ſpoke, the tears began to floß. 

Ye Gods (he cry'd) upon what barren coaſt, 

In what new region is Ulyſſes toſt > * 75 
Poſſeſs'd by wild Barbarians fierce in arms? 

Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms? + 
Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie ? 

And whither , whither its ſad owner fly? 5 
Ah why did 1 Alcinous grace implore? 380 
Ah why forſake Pheacia's happy ſhore ? | | 
Some juſter Prince perhaps had entertain d, 
And ſafe reſtor'd me to my native land. | 

Is this the promis'd, long expected coaſt? | 
And this the faith Pheacia's rulers boaſt ? 85 
Oh righteous Gods! of all the great, how few 

Are juſt to heav'n, and to their promiſe true? 
But he the Pow'r, to whoſe all-ſeeing eyes; 
The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 
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"Tis his alone; Yavenge the wrongs Ebearz 90 
For till th'oppreſs'd are his peculiar care: : 
To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 


Their faith, is mine, the reſt belongs to Jove. 


Then on the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 
The gold, the veſts, the tripods number'd o'er; 95 
All theſe he found, but ſtill, in error loſt, - 
Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt: 

Sighs for his country , and laments again 


' To the deat rocks, and hoarſe-reſounding main. 


When lo! the guardian Goddeſs of the wile, 100 
Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood before his eyes | 
In ſhow a youthful ſwain , of form divine, 
Who ſeem'd deſcended from ſome princely line : 


A graceful robe her flender body dreſt; 


Around her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 105 
Her decent hand a ſhining javelin bore, © 
And painted ſandals on her feet ſhe wore: 

To whom the King: Whoe'er of human race 
Thou art, that wander'ft in this deſart place, 


With joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend, 110 


To thee my treaſures and my ſelf commend. 
O tell a wretch, in exile doom'd to ſtray, ' 


What air I breath, what country I _— bo 
* 4 


The fruitful continent's extreameſt boun 5 

Or ſome fair ille which Neptune's arms ſurround? 115 
From what far clime (ſaid ſhe) remote from fame, 

Arriv'ſt thou here, a ranger to our name? 

Thou ſeeſt an iſland, not io thoſe unknown, 


Whoſe hills are brighten d by the riſing ſun; 


Nor thoſe that plac d beneath his utmoſt reign, 120 
Behold him ſinking in the weſtern main. 
The rugged ſoil allows no level ſpace 

For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 

Yer not ungrateful to the peaſant's pain, 1 
Suffices fulneſs io the ſwelling grain 125 


The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 
And clult'ring grapes afford a gen rous juice; 


Woods 


5 


ds 


Soft rains and kindly dews refr 


HOMER' : ODYSSES. itt 
Woods crown our mountains, and in ev'ry groye 
The bounding goats and frisking heifers rovez + 
; ov field, 136 
And riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. e 
Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd, 


Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground. = 


At this, the Chief with tranſport was poſleſt , 
His panting heart exulted in his breaſt: 137 


'Yet well diſſembling his untimely joys, 
And vn truth in plauſible diſguiſe ; 
Thus, Wit 


an air ſincere, in fiction bold, 

His ready tale th' inventive Hero told. Fae 
Oft' have I heard in Crete this iſland's name, 140 
For twas from Crete, my native ſoil, I came; 
Self-baniſh'd thence, I fail'd before the wind , 


And left my children and my friends behind. 
From fierce Idomeneus revenge | flew,  _ 
Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew, 147 


(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 


Due to the toils of many a bloody day.) 


Unſeen I *ſcap'dz and, favour'd by the night, 
In a Phanician veſſel took my flight; . 
For Pyle or Elis bound; but tempeſts toſt. 140 
And raging billows drove us on your coaſt: 
In dead of night an unknown port we gain'd, 
Spent with fatigue, and ſlept ſecure on land; 
But ere the roſy morn rene wid the day, | 
While in th' embrace of pleaſing fleepI lay, 155 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, _ 
They land my goods, and hoiſt their flying fails, 
Abandon'd here, my fortune I deplore, 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 5 
Thus while he ſpoke, the blue · ey d maid began 166 


With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike manz 
Then chang'd her form, and now divinely bright 


Jove's heay'nly daughter ſtood confeſs'd to ſight, , 

Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, . 

Skill'd in th'illuftrious labours of the loom. 163 
e 
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ein Part of the XIII. BOOK of 


— 


| Ulyſſes was thy care, celeſtial maid, 5 


O ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes! ſhe rejoin d, 
In uſeful craft ſucceſsfully refin'd; 
Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind? 
Suffic'd it not, that thy long labours paſt 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy native ſhore at fat ? 
But this to me? who, like thy ſelf excell 


170 


In arts of counſel, and diſſembling well: 


To me, whoſe wit exceeds the Pow'rs divine, 
J. leſs, than mortals are mn work by thine : 
now'ſt thou not me, who made thy life my care, 1753 
Thro' ten years wandring , and thro' ten yeats war; 
Who 8 thee arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 
Fo raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid? 
And now appear, thy treaſures to protect, » _ 
Conceal thy perſon, thy defigns direct, due | 
And tell what more thou muſt from Fate expect.) 
Domeſtic woes, far heayier to be born, 
The pride of fools, and ſlaves inſulting ſcorn. 
But thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate, 
Yield to the force of unreſiſted Fate, T85 
And bear unmoy'd che wrongs of baſe mankind, 
The laſt and hardeft conqueſt of the mind. 
+ » Goddeſs of wiſdom! (Ihacus replies) 8 | 


He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, 

So ſeldom view'd, and ever in diſguiſe, 

When the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs 
Againſt proud Ilion's well defended tow'rs, 
Grac'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid: 
But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 195 
And , bound for Greece, we plow'd the watry wayz 
Our fleet diſpers'd, and driv'n from coaſt to coal 


Thy ſacred preſence from that hour I Joſt; 
Till I beheld thy radiant form once more, Th 
And heard thy counſels on Pheacia's ſhore. 200 


But by th? almighty author of thy race, - _ 
Tell me, oh tell, is this my native place? 


5 


For 


5 
5 


His ſubjects 
' Who mourn d her Lord twice ten reyolyving J ears, 


Thus to the ſea-green ſiſters ſends his pray r. a 
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For much 1 fear, long tracts of laid and ſena 


Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ir hackt. : 
The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, _ 20% 
To ſooth my hopes and mitigate my woes. 
Thus he: The blue ey'd Goddeſs thus replies: 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe? 


Who vers'd in fortune, fear the flatt ring ſhow, 


And taſte fiot, half the bliſs the Gods beſtow. 230 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires, 
And guard the wiſdom which her ſelf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent from their native place, © 
Straitſeek their home, and fly with eager pace 5 | 
To their wives arms, & childrens dear embrace 3 235, 
Not thus Ives ; he deerees to pou 5 
aith; and Queens ſuſpected love, 


And waſtes the days in grief, the nights in tears. 
But Pallas knew ( thy friends and navy loſt} 2140 
Once more twas giv'n thee to behold thy coaſt 2 
Yet how could I with adyerſe fate engage, - 
And mighty Neptune's unrelenting rage d--- / | 
Now litt thy longing eyes, while I reſtore 
The pleaſing — ect of thy native ſhore! 247 
Behold the port of Phorcys; fenc'd aroung 
With rocky mountains ;-and with olives crown d& 
Behold the gloomy grot , whole cool receſs | 
Delights the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeass 
Whoſe now neglected altars, in thy reign 256 
Bluſh'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen ſlain. © 
Behold where Neritus the clouds divides, _ | 
And ſhakes the waving foreſts on his fides!? 
So fpake the Goddeſs, and the proſpect clear d, 
The miſtsdiſpers'd, and all the coaſt appear d: 253 
The King with joy confeſs'd his place of birth, 


And on his knees, ſalutes his mother earthz © 


Then, with his ſuppliant bands upheld in air, 
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nun, en of the VII. BOOK of, 
| All hail! Ye virgin daughters of the main; 26s 


Ye ſtreams, beyond my hopes beheld again 
To you once more your own Ulyſſes bows, 
Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows” + 
If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown n 
'Fhe growing virtues of my youthful ſon, 265 | 

Jo you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, „ 

And grateful off rings on your altars laid. 


Suse eee eee 
ALCINOUS. | 
From the SEVENTH Book of : | 


2 
< 


Loſe to the gates a ſpacious garden lies, 
: From ſtorms defended, and inclement skies: 
Four acres was th' allotted ſpace of ground,, 
Fenc'd with a green encloſure all around. 
Tall thriving trees confeſs d the fruitful mold; $ 
The red'ning apple ripens here to gold, 
Here the blue fig with luſcious juice o'erflows, 
Wich deeper red the full pomegranate glows , 11 
5 "The 


HOMER ODYSSES. tif 
The branch here bends beneath the weighty pear 5. 
And verdane olives flouriſh round the n 10 
The balmy ſpirit of the weſtern gale 
Each dropping pear a following pear ſupplies, 
On apples apples „ figs on figs ariſes #* 
The {ame mild ſeaſon gives the blooms to blow, 14 
The buds toharden, and the fruits to gross 

Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear 

With all th' united labours of the year, 
Some to unload the fertile branches run, 95 
Some dry the black. ning cluſters in the ſun, 26 


Others to tread the liquid harveſt join, 
The groaning preſſes foam with floods of wine. 


25 


Here grapes diſcolour'd on the ſunny fide, 
And there in autumn's richeſt purple dy'd. 
Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

In 8 2 Neo the Kg . 

Two eous fountains the whole profpett: 

| F crown' d ; RS proſpect as 
This thro” the gardens leads its ſtreams around, 
Viſits each plant, and waters all the ground: J 36 

While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 
And thence its current. on the town beſtaws;: © 

To various uſe their various ſtreams they bring 3 

The People one, and one ſupplies the Rug. 


re are the vines in .carly-flow'r deſcry'dy- ? how” 
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n Belard and Eloiſa flouriſh'd in the twelfth Cen- 
tury; they were two of the moſt diftinguiſh'd 
perſons of their age in learning and beauty, but for 
mothing more famous than for their unfortunate paſſion. 
After a long courſe of Calamities , they retired each 
to a ſeveral Convent, and conſecrated the remainder 
of their days to religion. It was many years after 
this ſeparation , that a letter of Abelard's to a Friend 
which contain d the hiſtory of his misfortunes , fell 
into the hands of Eloiſa. This awakening all her 
tenderneſs, occaſion d thoſe celebrated letters (out of 
which the following is partly extracted) which give 
ſo lively a picture of the ſtruggles of grace and nature, 
virtue and paſſiun. 5 „ 
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Oh write it not, my hand---The name Ps... 


Lois i ; ABELARD: 


mY 


Ty theſe deep f Clludes wal will . 5 
A Where heay'nly-penſive , contemplation tot 

And ever: -muſing melancholy reigns; _ 

What means this tumult in a Veſtal's veins? | 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this laſt retreat? 5 

Why feels my heart its long. forgotten heat? 85 

Yet ,, yet T'loye !---From Abelard it came, 2 BA 


And Eloiſa yet muſt kiſs the name. 


Dear fatal name! reſt ever unreveal dd. 
Nor paſs theſe lips in holy ſilence ſeal d. 10 
Hide it, my heart, within thar cloſe Ailguie, : 
Where, mix d with God's, his loy'd idea lies. 


Already written---waſh it out, my tears? 

In vain loſt Eloiſa weeps and prays, _ 
Her heart ſtill dictates, and her hand obeys. 
| Relentleſs walls! whoſe darkſom roun "contains 


2 5 4 * n — 


Repentant ſighs, and voluntary paius; 


Ye rugged rocks ! which holy knees have worn: 
Ye grots and caverns ſhagg'd with horrid thorn ! 20 
Shrines: ! where their vigils pale ey'd virgins keep, 
And pitying Saints, whole ſtatues learn to weep?... 


Tho cold like you, unmoy'd , and filent grown. P_ | 


I have not yet forgot my ſel | to ſtone, 
Heay'n claims me all in vain, while he has part 2 . 2 5 
Still rebel nature holds out half my heart; 


Nor pray'rs nor faſts its ſtubborn pulſe reſtrain 5 my 


Nor tears, for ages, taughr ro flow in Vain. 

Soon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, | 
That well-known name awakens all my woes. "5 
Oh name for ever ſad ! for ever Sar 1 


Still breath'd in ſighs, ſtill uſher'd with a tear. 


I tremble too where · e er my own I find. 


Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. Oy 
| Line after line my guſhing eyes o erflow, 35" 
Led thro a ſad variety of Woe: | 


5 a a 


hes 4 
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Now warm ia love; now with'ring in thy bloom; 


Loft in a conyent's ſolitary gloom / 


There fern religion quench's th'unwilling flame, 
| Q 


There dy'd the 


Vet Write, oh write me all, that I ma; 
Griefs to thy griefs, and eccho ſighs tot 


paſſions, Love and Fame. 40 
Join 


hine. 


Nor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away; 


And is my Abelard leſs kind than they? 


Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 


Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in 
Mo happier task theſe faded eyes purſue, 


pray'r3 


To read and weep is all they now can do. 
Then ſhare thy pain, allow that ſad relief; 


Ah more than ſhare it / give me all thy grief. | 50 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretches aid, 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid; _ 


. 


Warm from the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, 1 


They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love in 


2 
7 ; 


inſpire 


The virgins wiſh without her fears impart, 5 
— Excuſe the bullh, and pour of all the heart, 
E 


Speed the ſoft intercour | 
And waft a ſigh from Indus to the Pole. 


Thou know ſt how guiltleſs firſt I met thy flame iq | 
When Love approach d me under Friendſhip's name; 


My fancy -form'd thee of Angelick kind, 


from ſoul to ſoul, © _ 


| Some emanation of th” all-beauteous Mind. 


Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attemp'ring ev'ry ray, wt 


Shone ſweetly lambent with celeſtial day: 


7 * 0 


Guiltleſs I gaz d; heav'n liſten d while you ſung; 5&5 | 


Andtruths * divine came mended from that tongue, 
From lips like thoſe what precept fail'd to move? 


oo ſoon they taught me 'twas no fin to 


Back thro" the paths of pleaſing ſenſe Iran 


love. 


Nor wiſh'd an Angel whom I loy'd a Man. 


Dim and remote the joys of Saints I ſee, 


Nor envy them, that heay'n I loſe for thee. 


# He ud, her Preceptor in Phileſipio and Diviniry, 


- 


How 


„ FP ” 


OD. at on A... 


The wealth. 


How oft”, when preſs d to marriage, have I fan 
Curſe on all laws bt thoſe which Love has made? 
Love, free as air, at ſight of human ties, 7 
Spreads his = t wings, and in a moment flies. 

et honour, wait the wedded Dame, 
Auguſt her deed; and ſacred be her fame: 
Before true aſſion all thoſe views remove 


Fame, wealth, and honour l hat are you 5 


The jealous God, when we profane his his fires, 50 


Thoſe reſtleſs pafſ ons in revenge inſpires 3 44s, 
And bids them make miſtaken mortals groan, 


Who ſeek in love for ought but love alone. 
Should at my feet the world's great maſter fall, By 

Himſelf, his throne, his world, I'd feorn em all: 8 
Not Ceſar s empreſs wou'd I deign to provez © 


No, make me miſtreſs to the man I love; 
If there be yet another name more free, 


More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee! „ 


Oh happy ſtare 1 when ſouls: each other draw, 


When love i is liberty, and nature, laws 
All then is full, poſleſling 2, and poſſeſt, 


— 


No craving Void left aking i in the dreaſt: 
Even thoug 


3 94 
t meets thought e er from the lips ĩt part, 
And N warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the heart, 


This ſure is bliſs (if bliſs on earth there be) 


And once the lot of Abelard and me. 05 
Alas how chang' d what ſudden horrors nie? 


A naked Lover bound and bleeding ies 100 


Where, where was Elojſe? her voice, her hand, 
Her pony ard had oppos'd the dire command. 
Barbarian ſtay! that bloody hand reſtrain; 


The crime was common, common be the 


I can no more; by ſhame, by rage ſuppreſt. rey 
Let tears, and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. 
; Canſt thou forget that ſad , that folemn day, 
When victims at yon' altar's foot we lay? 
Canſt thou forget what tear's that moment fell, 


7} When,warmi in youth, I badetheworkd farewell? ito 


W 
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120 EL OI S A «© 
As with cold lips kiſt d the ſacred veil, | 
The ſhrinesall trembled, and the lamps grew pales &: 
Heay'n ſcarce beliey'd the conqueſt it ſurvey'd,- - 
And Saints with wonder heard the yows1 made. 
Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 115 
Not on the Croſs my eyes were fix d, but you; 
Not grace, or zeal, loye only was my call , 

And if 1 loſe thy love, I loſe my all. Te 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my woe * 
Thoſe {till at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 
Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me li,, 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, 
Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſt : 

Give all thou canſt----and let me dream the reſt, 

Ah no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 125 
With other beauties charm my partial eyes, 

Full in my view ſer all the bright abode, 

And make my ſoul quit dbelard Gal. 

Ah think at leaſt thy flock deſeryes thy care. 

Plants of thy hand, and, children of thy pray'r, 1 30 
From the falſe world i in early youth they fled, | 
By thee to mountains, wilds, and deſerts led. 

You *rais'd theſe hallo d walls; the n 4 ; 
And Paradiſe was open' d in the Wild. 5 5 
No weeping orphan ſaw his father's ſtores - 13 5 | 
Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; 8 
No ſilyer ſaints, by dyin miſers giy n, CET 

Sore brib'd the rage © of ilrrequited heav'n ; 

But ſuch: plain roofs as piety could raiſe, 
And only vocal with the Maker's praiſe. 5 1 895 
In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) 
Theſe moſs-grown domes with ſpiry turrets one 
| Where awful arches make a noon-day night, | 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn lightz 

Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, = 
1 And gleams « of glory brighten's d all the 7. ö 
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But now no face divine contentment wears 
'Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. 
See how the force of others-pray'rs I ry, & 
{Oh pious fraud of anrrous charity l) 1506 
But why ſhould L on others pray'rs depend? - | | 
Come thou, my father, brother, husband, friend? 
Ah let thy handmaid ſiſter, daughter move, 
And all choſe tender names in one, thy love? 
The darkfom pines that o'er yon? rocks reclin'd 155 
Waye high, and murmur to the hollow wind, 
The wandring ſtreams that ſhine between the hills, 
The grots that eccho to the tinkling rillis 
The dying gales that pant upon the trees, . 
The lakes that quiver to the curling breeze; 160 
No more theſe ſcenes my meditation aid. 
Or lull to reſt the viſionary maid: bloat} 
But ver. the twilight groves, and dusky caves, _ 
Long-fqunding iſles, and ve taues ; 
Black Melancholy ſits, and round her throws 165 
A death. like ſilence, and a dread repoſme 
Her gloomy preſence ſaddens all the ſcene, 
Shades ev'ry flow'r, and darkens ev'ry green, 
Deepens the murmur. of the falling floods, 
And breathes a browner horror on the woods. 170 
Yet here for ever, ever muſt I ſta ß; 
Sad proof how well a lover can obeèy :/ 
Death, only death, can break the laſting chain; 
And here ey'n then ſhall my cold duſt remain, 
Here all its frailties, all its flames reſign, > 175 
And wait, till "tis no ſin to mix with thin 
Ah wretch! beliey'd the ſpouſe of God in vain, 
Confeſs'd within the ſlave of love and ma. 
Aſſiſt me heav'n! but whence aroſe that pray'r? 
Sprung it from piety, or from deſpair? 18d 
Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retires 
Love finds an altar for forbidden fires. _ 
I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 
I mourn the lover, not lament the fault; 


„„ T 5 _» 
I view my crime, bur kindle at the viewv, 125 
|  Repent old pleaſures, and ſollicit new: ith 
Now turn'd to heav'n, I weep my paſt offence, : 
Now think of thee, aud curſe my innocence. _ 

Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 
Tis ſure the hardeſt ſcience to forget! 190 


Ho ſhall I loſe the ſin, yet keep the ſenſee, 


And love th'offender, yet deteſt th' offence? _ 
Ho the dear object from the crime remove, 


Or how diſtinguiſh penitence from love? 
Unequal: task! a paſſion to reſigns 195 


For hearts ſo touch'd , ſo pierc'd, ſo loſt as mine. 
E'er ſuch a foul regains its peaceful ſtate , 4 
How often muſt it love, how often hate! | 
Ho often, hope, deſpair, reſent, regret, ' —- 
Conceal, diſdain-+--do all things but forget. 
But let heav'n ſeize it, all at once tis fir odd 
Not touch d, but rapt, not waken'd, but inſpir d? 
Oh come / oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 
Renounce my love, my life, my ſelf----and you. 
Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 
Alone can rival, can ſucceed to the. 
How happy is the blameleſs Veſtal's lot?;!k 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot. 
Eternal ſun ſhine of the ſpotleſs mind 1 3 
Each prayer aceepted, and each wiſh reſign'd; 210 
Labour and reſt, that equal periods keep; EEE 
Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and wee; 
Deſires: compos'd, affections ever ven 
Tears that delight, and ſigglis that waft ro heav n: 
Grace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 215 
And whiſp'ring Angels prompt her golden dreams. 
For her the Spouſe prepares the bridal ring, 
For her white virgins Hymenzals ſing; | 
For her th' unfading roſe of den blooms , 
And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes; 220 
To ſounds of heav'nly harps ,' ſhe. dies away, W 
And melts in viſions of eternal dag. 5 
; | | . | ar 


Far. other dreams my erring ſoul-employ} -:; - * 
Far other raptures, of unholy joñʒñ 
When at the cloſe of each ſad, ſorrowing day, 225 
Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch d away, 


4 


Then conſcience ſleeps, and leaving nature free, 


All my looſe ſoul unbounded ſprings to the. 
O eurſt, dear horrors of all conſcious night! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight“ 230 
Proyoking Dæmons all reſtraint remove, 
And ſtir within me ey'ry ſource of love. 

I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms, 
And round thy phantom glue my claſping arms, 


] wake no more I hear, no more 1 view, 231 


The phantom flies me, as unkind as ou. 

I call aloud, it hears not what I ſayy 
1 ſtretch my empty arms, it glides away: 
To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes 
Je ſoft illuſions, dear deceits, ariſe! 32406 
Alas no more }----methinks we wandring go 

 Thro'dreary waſtes, and weep each other's woe; -* 
Where round ſome mould' ring tow'r pale ivy creeps, 
And low brow'd rocks hang nodding o er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount / you becken from the skies; 245 
Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe 


1 (hriek,, ſtart up, che ſame fad; proſpect find, 


And wake to all the griefs Left behinßc 
For thee: the Fates, ſeverely. kind, ordain 
A cool ſuſpenſe from pleaſure and from pain; 2 50 
Thy life a long, dead calm of fix d repoſe; 


No pulſe that riots, and no blood that glowe. 


Still as the ſea, er winds were taught to blow, 
Or moving ſpirit bade the waters flowz 5 


Soft as the ſlumbers of a Saint forgivn 2 35 


And mild as opening gleams of promis d heavin. 
Come Abelard! for what halt thou to dread? ' 
The torch of Venus burns not for the dead; 
Cur from the root my periſh'd joys I fee, 


ABEL AR D. 123 


And loye's warm. tyde for ever ſtopt in thee. 1 260 
. | EE 5 Na- 


# 


124 D 7 
Nature ſtands check'd; Religion diſapproves; 95 5 5 : 


Ev'n thou art cold- yet Eloiſa loves. 8 
Ah hopeleſs, laſting flames! like rhoſe that burn 


Jo light the dead, and warm th' unfruitful urn. 
W hat ſcenes appear where e er I turn my view, 265 


The dear ideas, where 1 fly, purſue, 

Riſe in the grove, before the altar rife , 

Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes! 

I waſte the matin lamp in ſighs for thee, 
Thy image fteals between my God and me, 270 
Thy voice I ſeem in ey'ry hymn to hear, 
With ey'ry bead I drop too ſoft a tear. © 


When from the Cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, | . | 


And ſwelling organs lift the riſing ſoul; 


Onethought of thee puts all the pomp to flight, 275 | 
Prieſts, Tapers, —— » ſwim before my ſight: ; 


In ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown'd, + 


While Altars blaze, and Angels tremble round. 


While proſtrate here in humble grief I lie, 


Rind, virtuous drops juſt gath'ringin my eye, 280 


While praying, trembling, in the duſt 1 roll, 


And dawning grace is opening on my foul. 


Come, if thou dar'ſt, all charming as thou art! 


Come, with one glance ofthoſe deluding eyes, 235 
Blot out each bright idea of the skie. 
Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe tears y 


Take back my fruitleſs penirence and pray'rs, 
Snatch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode, 
Aſlit the Fiends and tear me from my God! 29 0 | 


No, fly me, fly me! far as Pole from Pole; 


Riſe Alps between us! and whole oceans roll?! 


Ah come not, write not, think not once of me, 


Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee. 
Thy oaths 1 quit, thy memory reſign, 295 


Forget, renounce me, hate whate'er was mine, 


Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet Iview!) 
Long loy'd, ador d ideas! all adieunn: 
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O grace ſerene } oh virtue heay'nly fair! | 
Divine oblivion of low-thoughted care! 300 
Freſh blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky! 
And faith, our early immortality! T 1 
Enter each mild, each amicable gueſt; 

Receive, and wrap me in eternal reſt! 


See in her cell ſad Eloiſa ſpread, | | 305 | 
Propt in ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead! 


In each low wind methinks a Spirit calls, 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. 
Here; as I watch'd the dying lamps around, 


From yonder ſhrine 1 heard a hollow ſound. / 310 
Come, ſiſter come! {ir ſaid, or ſeem'd to ſay) 5 


Thy place is here, ſad ſiſter come away! 
Once like thy ſelf, I trembled, wept, and pray'd, | 
Love's victim then, tho'- now a fainted maids 


But all is calm in this eternal ſleep;, 315 


CY 


Ev'n ſuperſtition loſes ev ry fear: - 
For God, not man, abſolyes our frailties here. 
I come, ye ghoſts! prepare your roſeate bow'rs; 


Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep, 


Celeſtial palms, and ever blooming flow'rs. ' 329 _ 
Thicher, where ſinners may have reſt, I pp „ 


Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphie glow. 
Thou, Abelard, the laſt ſad office pay, 


And ſmooth my paſlage to the realms of day: 61 


See my lips tremble, and my eye balls roll, 325 
Suck my laſt breath, and catch the flying ſoul! 
Ah no in ſacred veſtments may'ſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, - 
Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 
Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 336 
Ah then, thy once-loy'd Eloiſa ſee! | 
It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 

See from my cheek the ot fly! 

See the Jaſt ſparkle languiſh in my eye! 


Till ev'ry motion, pulſe, and breath, be o'erz 335 


And ev my Abelard beloy'd no more, 
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And drin 
Then fadly fay , with mutual ow mov'd, 


Glance on the ſtone where our c | 
Devotion's ſelf ſhall ſteal a thought from heay'n, - 
One human tear ſhall drop, and be forgiv'n. 3 


2 ELOTSA % ABELARD. 
O death all- eloquent? you only prove 5pm O 


What duſt we doat on, when tis man we e 


Then too, when rate ſhall thy rote defiriy ; 2 
(That cauſe of all my —.— and 29 2 joy) 349 . 


In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd , 
Bright clouds: deſcend — 5 watch thee round, 
From opening skies may ſtreaming glories ſnine, 
And Saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 
May * one kind grave unite each hapleſs name, 34 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame. 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are o'er, 


When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no more; 


If ever chance two wandring lovers brings 


To Paraclete's white walls, and ſilver ſprings, 35 0 


O'er the = marble ſhall they join their heads, 
the falling tears each other ſneds, 


we neyer love as theſe have low 41 


From the full quire when loud Hoſanna's riſe, , 11 . 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful ſacrifice, e 


Amid that ſcene, if ſome 1 1 
reliques ie; 7 


And ſure if Fate ſome future Bard ſhall join 
In ſad ſimilitude of griefs to mine, 


| W eee whole years in abſence to 8 
n 


d image charms he muſt behold no more, 
Such if there be, who loves ſo long, ſo well, 366 
Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell 


The well · ſung woes ſnall ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 


He Belt can pou em, who ſhall feel“ 'em "ROT 


* Abelard and Eloiſa were SHA in the . grave, or 
in monuments adjoining, in the Monaſtery of the ph pak 


* died in = ear 1142, ſhe in 1163. 
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UNFORTUNATE. LADY. 


WI. beck ning ghoſt, along the moonlight ſhade 
A. Invites my ſteps, and points to yonderglade? 
I is ſhe !-—-but why that bleeding boſom gor d, 
Why dimly gleams the „ Wedge 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly l tell, 4 
Is it, in heay'n, a cringe to love tog well? 
Togbear too tender, or too firm a heart, 55 
To act a Lover's or a Roman's part? 
Is there no bright reverſion in the sk y). 
For thoſe who greatly think, or bravely die? 10 
Why bade ye elſe, ye Pow'rs! her ſoul aſpite 
Above the vulgar flight of low deſire? 5 


- To the Memory of an 


5 
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Ambition firſt ſprung from your bleſt abodes; . | 


The glorious tault of Angels and of Gods: _ 


Thence to their Images on earth it lows, 13 


And in the breaſts of Kings and Heroes gtows1 _. 
Moſt ſouls, tis true, bur: peep out once an age, 
Dull ſullen pris ners in the body's cage 


Dim lights of life that burn a length of years, 


And cloſe confin d in their own palace ſleep. 


Uſeleſs, unſeen, as lamps in ſepulchres; 20 
Like Eaſtern Kings a lazy ſtate they keep, 


From 


2:3 MISCELLANIES 
From theſe perhaps (e' er Nature bade her die) 
Fate ſnatch'd her early to the pitying k 7). 

As into air the purer fpirits flow,, ES 4 

And ſep'rate from their kindred dregs below _ 

So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, 5 

Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race, _ 

But thou, falſe guardian of a charge too good, 

Thou, mean deſerter of thy brother 's blood 1 30 
See on theſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Theſe cheeks, now fading at the blaſt of death: 

Cold is that breaſt which warm'd the world before, 

And thoſe loye-darting eyes muſt roll no more. 

Thus, if eternal juſtice rules the ball. -35 
Thus ſhallyour wives, and thus your children fall: 

On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits , 

And frequent herſes ſhall beſiege your gates. 8 
There paſſengers ſhall ſtand, and pointing fay, | 8 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 40 | 
Lo theſe were they, whoſe ſouls the Furies ſteel'd , 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 

Thus unlamented paſs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day? | 
So periſh all, whoſe breaft ne'er learn'd to glow 45 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 74 
What can atone (oh ever injur'd ſhade!) © 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid? may 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournful bier; 50 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, | 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos d, 

By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 

By ſtrangers honour'd , and by ſtrangers mourn'd ! 

What tho? no friends in fable weeds appear, 55 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourna year, 

And bear about the mockery of woe EY 
To midnight dances, and the publick ſhow? 

What tho' no weeping Loves thy alhes grace, 

Nor poliſh'd marble emulate thy face! _ = 


—— . 


MISC ELLANIES. iy. 


What tho? no ſacred earth allow thee room 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter d o'er thy tomb? 
Yet ſhall thy grave with riſing flow'rs be dreſt, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaſt: 
There ſhall the morn her earlieſt tears beſtow, I 
There the firſt roſes of the year ſnall blow: 
While Angels with their filver wings oerhade | 
The ground, now ſacred by thy reliques made. 

o peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth , and fame. 70 
How loy'd, how honour'd once, ayails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begorz-. © - 


A heap of duſt alone remains of thee; 
'Tis all I 


ou art, and all bs obs ſhall bel! 
Poets themſelves miſt fall like thoſethey ſang; 75 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue, 
Ev'n he, whofe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the gen'rous tear he pays; 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy form ſhall part, 
And the laſt pang ſhall tear thee from his heart; 60 
Life's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be o'er, + 


The Muſe forgot, and thou beloy'd no mo! 


* 


. i 3 
> + : 
p 8 A 5 
- * . . 
Y * ” 4 N 4 . pa ad l 
— = » ©, _ * % 
. — p 4 
2 « . 
. | - . : : . 
5 9 oo 
* g * . # 
. * 8 1 N n 
. * » 4 
| . * * 
9 — * d : * * 
: . 
* * ; 
- p 2 
8 5 9 > - $ 
| 08 b var 3 wy 
„ 7 ae * 
{ 8 , o 
* 
” _ 4 * " 
« \® > a . o 
4 - — , ” : * 4 * 
* * * 5 


FRESNOY's Art of Paix rx 
 Tranflated by, Mr. Dab. 


His verſe be thine, my friend, nor thou refuſe 
1 This, from no venal or ungrateful Muſe. 

Whether thy hand ſtrike out ſome free deſign, 
Where life awakes, and dawns at ev'ry line; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the coulour'd maſs, 5 

And from the canvas call the mimic face: _ 
Read theſe inſtructive leaves, in which conſpire 
 Freſnoy's cloſe art, and Dryden's native fire: 

And reading wiſh, like theirs, our fate and fame, 
So mix'd our ſtudies, and fo join'd our name, 10 
Like them to ſhine thro' long ſucceeding age, | 

So juſt thy skill, ſo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Siſter-arts we came, 

And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 

Like friendly colours found gur arts unite, 15 

And each from each contract new ſtrength and light. 

How oft in pleaſing tasks we wear the day, 
While ſummer ſuns roll unperceiv'd away? 

How oft our ſlowly- growing works impart , | 

While images reflect from art to are? 200 
How oft' review; each finding like a friend 

Something to blame, and ſomething to 8 | 


„ MISCELLAN IRS. izr 
What flatt'ring ſcenes our wand ring fancy wrouglit 
Rome's pompous glor ies riſing to our thought! 
Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 27 
Fir'd with ideas of fair an. 
With thee, on Raphael's Monument I mouri, 
Or wait inſpiring dreams at Maro's Urn: © 
With thee repoſe , where Tully once was laid, 
Or ſeek: ſome ruin's formidable ſhades '- 36 
While fancy brings the vanilh'd piles to view, * 
And builds imaginary Rome a- ne Wx 
| Here thy well-ftudy'd Marbles fix our eye; 
A fading Freſco here demands a fighs © © 
Each heav'nly piece unweary'd we compare, FF 
Match Raphael's grace, with thy lov'd Gnzdo's air, 
Caracci's ſtrength, Correggio's ſofter line, 
Paulo's free ſtroke, and Titian's warmth divine. 
a How finiſh'd with illuſtrious toil appears 
; This {mall , well- poliſh'd gem, the work of years! 4 
Yer ſtill how faint by precept is expreſtt 
| The living image in the Painter's breaſt?” 
; Thence endleſs ſtreams of fair ideas flow, 
Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glows — 
Thence beauty , waking all her forms, ſupplies 45 
An Angel's ſweetneſs, or Bridgwater's eyes 
, Muſe! at that name tlry ſacred forrows ſhned — 
Thoſe tears eternal, that embalm the dead: 
Call round her tomb each object of defire, 
Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire; 0 
Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens life , PE 
The tender ſiſter, daughter, friend and wife; 
Bid. her be all that makes mankind adore; _ 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more! _ 
| Yet ſtill her charms in breathing paint engage; 51 
Her modeſt cheek ſhall warm a future age, | 
Beauty, frail flow'r that ey'ry ſeaſon fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thouſand years. 


= * Freſnoy employ'd above 'twenty years in finidlany this 
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1 MISC ELLANIE S. 


And other Beauties envy Wortley's eyes, 


Alas! how little from the grave we claim? 


S e Sens 


Juſt to his Prince, and to his Country true; 
Fill'd with the ſenſe of age, the fire of youth; . 


At length enjoys that liberty he loyd. 


hus Churchill's race (hall other hearts ſarprize, 


Each pleaſing Blount ſhall endleſs ſmiles beſtow, 1] 


And ſoft Belinda's bluſh for ever glow. 


Oh laſting as thoſe colours may they.ſhine y 5 


Free as thy ſtroke, yet faultleſs as thy line! 


New graces yearly, like thy works, diſplay; 65 


Soft e een is „without paring gay; 


Led 5 ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains; 
And finiſh'd more thro" happineſs than pains! . 

The kindred arts ſhall in their praiſe eonſpire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. 76 
Yet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, 
And breath an air divine on ev'ry fac; 

Yet ſhould the Muſes bid my numbers roll, 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their ſoul; 
With Zeuxis Helen thy Bridgwater vie, 73 
And theſe be ſung till Granville's Myra die; 


Thou but prelery/ſt a Form, and I a Name. 1 


EPITAPH. 


A Pleaſing form, a firm, yet cautious mind, © 
LA Sincere, tho' prudent, conſtant, yet reſign'd; 
Honour unchang d, a principle profeſt 
Fix d to one ſide, but mod' rate to the reſt; 

An honeſt Courtier, and a Patriot too, 


A {corn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth; 
A gen'rous faith, from ſuperſtition free, 
A love to peace, and hate of tyranny; 
Such this man was; who now, 178 earth remoy'd, 
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N theſegay thoughts the Loves and Graces ſhine , 

And all the writer lives in ey'ry linea 

His eaſy art may happy nature ſeem, 

Trifles themſelves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 5 

Who without flatt'ry pleas d the fair, and Feat 15 
» 


8 Pp 


Still with eſteem no leſs convers'd than rea 
With wit well-natur'd,” and with books well-bred; - 
His heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſharez _ 
His time, the Muſe, the witty, and the fair. 16- 
Thus wiſely careleſs, — BAY » | 
Chearful, he play'd the trifle, life, away, 
Till death ſcarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt, 
As ſmiling infants ſport themſelves to reſt . 
Ev'n rival wits did FVoiture's fate deplore, 1; 
And the gay mourn'd who never mourn'd before: 
| The trueſt hearts for Voiture heav' d with fighs , 
Voiture was wept by all the ug ge eyes; 
The Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Voiture's death, 
But that for ever in his lines they breath, 20 
Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be el 


A long, exact, and ſerious comedy, 
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In ey'ry ſcene ſome moral let it teh, 
And, if it can; at once both pleaſe and preach+ 
Let mine, like Voiture's, a gay farce appear, 20 
And more diverting ſtill than regular, 
Have humour , wit, a native eaſe and grace; 
No matter for the rules of time and place, 
Criticks in wit, or life, are hard to pleaſe, _ 
Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe. $9 
Too much your Sex is by their forms confin'd, 
Severe to all, but moſt to womankind; 
Cuſtom, rown blind with age, muſt be your guide; 
Your pleaſure is a vice, but not your pride; 
By nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame; 35 
Made flaves by honour , and made fools by ſhame. 
Marriage may all thoſe petty tyrants chaſe, 
But ſets up one, a greater, in their place; 
Well might you wiſh for change, by thoſe accurſt, 
But the laſt tyrant ever proves the worſt. _ 49 
Still in conſtraint your ſuff ring ſex remains, 

Or bound in formal, or in real chains; TEE, 
Whole years neglected for ſome months ador'd, 
The fawning ſervant turns a haughty Lord; 
Ah quit not the free innocence of life, 45 
For : dull glory of a virtuous wife! 

Nor let falſe ſhows, or empty titles pleaſe; 

Aim nor at joy, but reſt content with eaſe. 

The Gods, to curſe Pamela with her pray'rs, 

Gave the gilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 50 

The ſhining robes, rich jewels, beds of ſtate, 
And, to compleat her bliſs, a fool for mate. 
She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 

A vain, inquiet, glitt'ring, wretched thing! 

Pride, pomp, and f}ate but reach her outward part, 55 
She ſighs, and is no Dutcheſs at her heart. 

But, Madam, if the Fates withſtand , and you 

Are deſtin'd Hymen's willing victim too. 


Truſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs charms , 
Thoſe, age or ſickneſs, ſoon or late, diſarms; 6 
V . Sood 
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The willing heart, and only holds it ej 
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Good humour only teaches charms to laſt 5 


Still makes new conqueſts, and maintainsthepaſt: - 
Love, rais'd on beauty, will like that deeay, _ 

Our hearts may bear its ſlender chain a daß; 
As flow'ry bands in wantonneſs are worn, 65 


A morning's pleaſure, and at evening torn: 
This binds in ties more eaſy, yet more Cs 
Thus * Yoiture's early care ſtill ſhone he ſame, 
And Montauſier was wy rags. > in name 70 
By this, ev'n now they live, ey'n now they charm, 
Their wit ſtil! ſparkling ,- and their flames ſtil] warm. 

Now crown'd with myrtle, on th Elyſian coaſt, _ 
Amidſt thoſe lovers, joys his gentle ghoſts _ 
Pleas'd, while with ſmiles his happy lines you view, 75 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. © 


The brighteſt eyes of France inſpir'd his Muſe, 
The brighteſt eyes of Britain now peruſe, b 


A 


And dead as living, tis our author's pride, i 
Still to charm thoſe who charm the world beſide, d 


* Mademoiſelle Pauler. g | 
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To the ſame, 


On her leaving the Town after 
the Coronation, 


| 7 ſome fond virgin, whom her mother's care 

£AX. Drags from the town to wholſom country air, 

Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 

And hear a Spark, yer think no danger nig; 
Les "MS From 


From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, 3 
Vet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever. 
Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew , 
Saw others happy, and with ſighs withdrew; | 
Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, 
She ſigh d not that they ſtay d, but that ſhe went. 19 
She went, to plain work and to purling brooks, 
Old faſhion'd halls, dull aunts „and croaking rooks, 
She went from Op'ra, park, aſſembly, play, 
To morning walks, and pray'rs three hours a day; 
To part her time twixt reading and Buhea, 15 
To muſe, and ſpill her ſolitary Tea, . 
Or ol er cold coffee trifle with the ſpoon, 
Count the ſlow clock, and dine exact at noon; 
Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, e 
Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the Squire; 29 
Up to her godly garret after ſev/in, 
| Thereſtarye and pray, for that's the way to heay'n. ' 
Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack; 
Vhoſe game is Whisk, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſacc, 
Who viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 25 
Then gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries---No words! 
Or with his hound comes hollowing from the. ſtable, 


? 


Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table; 

Whoſe laughs are hearty , tho' his jeſts are coarſe, + 
And lovesyou beſt of all things ---but his horſe. 3 0 
In ſome fair evening, on your elbow laid, 
You dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade , 

In penſive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 
See Coronations riſe on evr'y green, 3 
Before you pala the imaginary ſights _ 39 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter d Knights: 
While the ſpread fan o'erſhades your cloſing eyes; 
Then give one flirt, and and all the viſion flies: _ 
Thus vaniſh ſcep res, coronets, and balls, N 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls. 40 
So when your ſlave, at ſome dear, idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with headachs, or the want of rhime ) 


öS eee. 


Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 
And while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of yous _ 


Juſt when his fancy points your | prightly eyes, 45 


Or ſees the bluſh of Partheniſſa riſe, N 
Gay pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite; 
Vext to be ſtill in town, knit my brow, " BS 
Look low r, and huma ſong----as ou may nom 30 


Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, ruſn upon my ſiglt; 
7 22 35 
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On a FAN of the Author's deſign = 


Which was painted the ſtory of Cephalus 


and Proeris, with the Motto, Aura vent. 


Nome. gentle Air! th' Aolian ſhepherd fad,” 
While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade; 


Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, - - 


While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 
Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 
| Lreathe on her lips, and in her boſom play! 
In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found. 7 


Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wounds © 


Both gifts deſtructive to the giyers proye; 
Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 
Yer guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 
Atrandom wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe gives; 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 4 
Aud pities Procris, while her lover dies. 
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F On SILEN CE, in imitation of 
the ſtyle of che late E. of R. 


1 
nes ! coceyal with Eternity; 
Thou wert, e'er Nature fit b an to be, 
. one vaſt nothing, all, and all ſlept faſt in thee. 


Thine was the ſway, e er heav'n was form d or earth, 

Eier fruitful Thought conceiy'd creation's birth , _ 
Or midwite Word gave aid, and ſpoke the infant forth. 

| III. 

Then various elements againſt thee j join'd , 

In one more various animal combin d, 

| And fram'd the clam'rous race of buſy human kad, 

. | 

The tongue mov*d gently firſt, and | peech was low, 
Till wrangling Science taught i it noiſe and ſhow, 

And wicked Wit aroſe , 7 moſt abuſive foe. 


But rebel Wit deſerts * oft' in vain; 
Loſt in the maze of words, he turns again, 1 
And ſeeks a ſurer ſtate, and courts thy gentler reien. 8 


kc 

AMiQed ſenſe thou kindly doft ſer free, 

Oppreſs d with argumental tyranny , 
And routed reaſon finds . retreat in thee. 

VII 

With thee in private modeſt dulneſs lies, 

And in thy boſom lurks in thought's diſguiſe; | 
| Thou varniſher of tools, and cheat of all the wiſe! 
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- Yet thy indulgence is by both confeſt; 
| Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the breaſt, _' 
And : tis in thee at laſt that wiſdom ſeeks for reſt. 
Silence, the knaye's repute, the whore's good name, 
The only honour of the wiſhing damae; 
Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of 1 uy 
3 5 : | Es 2 ns 1 ree 
But cou'dſt thou ſeize ſome tongues that now are 
How Church and State wou'd beoblig'd ro thee? 
At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome wou dſt thou be? 
TT.. ͤ 
| Yet ſpeech, ev'n there, ſubmiſſively withdraws. 
From rights of ſubje&s, and the poor man's cauſe; 
Then pompous ſilence reigns, and ſtills the noify laws. 
| XII e | . 


paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, - 
What Fav'rites gain, and what th' Exchequer owes, 
Fly the forgetful world , and in thy arms repoſe. 
i VVV 
The country wit, religion of the town, 
The Courtier's learning, policy o' th gown, 
Are beſt, by thee expreſs'd, and ſhine in thee alone. 
| „ e XIV. 1 | | 
The Parſ' n's cant, the Lawyer's ſophiſtry, 
Lord's quibble, Critic's jeſt; all end in thee, 
All reſt in. peace at laſt, and fleep eternally, 
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Two . s to ache Tragedy of 
Brutus not yet public. 


| Chorus of Atheniqns, 


55 ling * Foo tis 54 
E ſhades » where oat truth is ſought; 
Groves, where immortal Sages taught z 
Where heav'nly viſions Plato fir d, 
And godlike Zeno lay inſpird! 
In vain your guiltleſs laurels ſtood, 
Unſpotted long with human blood. 
War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 5 
And ſteel now glitters in the Muſes ſhades. | | 
| Amntiſtrophe 1, 
Oh heav'n born ſiſters ! ſource of art! 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend the heart; 
Who lead fair Virtue's traig-along, 
Moral Truth, and myſtic Seng! 
Io what new clime , what diſtant sky, 
Forſaken, friendleſs , ſhall ye fly? 
Say, will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore, 
Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more? 25 
Strophe 2. 
When Athens ſinks by Fates injuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her du; 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoſt ſhore 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with ſtranger's gore, 
See arts her ſavage ſons controul, 
| An Athens riſing near the pole! 
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Til ſome new Tyrant lifts his urple nm 
And civil madneſs tears them fo om the land, dy 


Antiſtrophe 2. 


Ye Gods! what juſtice rules the ball z 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate er ambition craves, 
And men, once ignorant, are ſlaves. 
Oh curs'd effects of civil hare, 
In ev'ry a e, in ev'ry ſtate: | | 
Still, when the luſt of tyrant pow'r 3838 . 
Some Athens 1 bY toad * * | 


Chorus of Youths and Virgins, ; 


Stickers. 
| Oi tyrant Love! haſt thou poſſeſt 5 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaſl2 

Wiſdom and wit in yain reclaim, 
q arts bur ſoften us to feel thy flame. 
Love; ſoft intruder; enters here, 
But entring learns to be ſincere. 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, 


And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame deſires 
Which Nature has impreſt? _ 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and gen'rous ONT 


Chorus. 


Love's purer flames the Gods approve; 
The Gods, and Brutus beiid to love: 
Brutus for abſent Portia ſighs, 

And ſterner Caſſius melts at Funia's eyes. 
What is looſe love ? a trainſient guſt 5 
1 in a ſudden 0 of luſt; 


38. 
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A vapour fed from wild deſire, 
A wandring , ſelf conſuming fire. 
But Hymen s flames like ſtars unite; 
And burn for ever one; 

Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 4 
e as the Sun. 8 
Semichorus. 


Oh * of ev'ry ſocial tye, 
United wiſh, and mutual joy! 
What various joys on one attend, 


Whether his hoary ſire he ſpies, 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe ; 
Or meets his ſpouſe's fonder eye; 


views his 


What tender paſſi 


miling 


io 


progeny 3 
ns take . 


As ſon, as father, brother, husband ; fiend? 


turns, 


What home felt raptures move ? 
> heart now melts, now lea 2 
With rev rence, hope, a 


Chorus. 


Hence guiky 


S NOW burks, 3 
love. 


joys, diſtaſtes, W ; 


Falſe oaths, falſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes 3 
| Dangers » doubts, delays, ſurprizes; 
Fires that ſchorch, yet dare not ſhine: | 
Pureſt love's unwaſting treaſure, 
Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure, * 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſurez 
* Hymen ! theſe are thine. 
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0 wake the ſoul by tender ſtrokes of arr, 
1 To raiſe the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind, in conſcious virtue bold. 
Live o'er each ſcene, and be what they beholde 
For this the Tragic Muſe firſt trod the ſtage, 3 
Commanding tears to ſtream thro? ev'ry age: 
Tyrants no more their ſayage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept.. 
Our Author ſhuns by yulgar ſprings to move, 


The hero's glory, or the virgin's loves 10 


In pitying love we but our weakneſs ſhow , 

And wild ambition well deſerves its woe. 
Here tears ſhall flow from a more gen'rons cauſe, 
Such tears, as Pati iots ſhed for dying Laws: 

He bids your breaſts with ancient ardour riſe, 18 
And calls forth Roman drops ftom Britiſh eyes. 
| Virtue confeſs'd in human ſhape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 
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No common object to your ſight diſplays, 


FAIT Ht „9e " 
. 


A brave man ſtruggling in the ſtorms of fate, 


Ignob 9 | OT 2 
Show'd Rame her Caro's figure drawn in ſtate; 306 


And hogour'd Cæſar's leſs than Cato's ſword. 


With honeſt ſcorn the firſt fam'd Cato view'd 
' Romelearning 


As Cato's ſelf had not difdain'd to hear. 


2 


But what with pleaſure heav 'n itſelſ ſurveys, 20 


And greatly falling with a falling State! 
While Cato gives his little Senate laws, 
What boſom beats not in his. Country's cauſe? 
Who ſees him act, but envies ev'ry deed? 25 
Who hears him groan, and does not wiſh to bleed? 
Ev'n when proud Cæſar *midft triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of na ions, and the pomp of wars, 

vain and impotently great, 


As her dead Father's rey'rend image paſt, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaſt, 
The triumph ceas'd --. Tears guſh'd from evr'y eye; 
The world's great Victor paſs'd unheeded by; 
Her laſt good man dejected Rome ador d, 35 


Britains attend: Be worth like this approy'd , 
And ſhow, you have the virtue to be moy'd. 


rts from Greece, whom ſheſubdu'd; 40 
Our ſcene precariouſly ſubfiſts too long | 
On French tranſlation, and Italian ſong. 5 
Dare to have ſenſe your ſelves; aſſert the ſtage, 
Be juſtly warm'd with your own native rage. 5 
Such Plays alone ſhould pleaſe a Bririſh ear, 4 
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Prot nir! th geln obe eG 
From her owWn fex ſhould merey fihd 
You might have Held che pretty Bead afide, 
Peep'd in your fans, beth ſerioùs, thus, * 
The Play may pa but that ſitagge creatufef S5vf- e. 
1 can't- indeed no-. I {6 hate a whore-=" N 
Juſt as à blockbead rubs his théughtlefs skill, 


Abd thanks his ftars lie was not born 4 fool; 
So from a ſiſter ſinner you hall her 2 5 


<« How ſtrangely you expoſe your ef, mag 
But ler me die, 2 tale apart, W 


Our ſex are ſtill forgiviug at their heart; 
And did not wicked cuftomm ſo contre, 
We'd be the beſt, good - natur d things Ales. 
There are, tis true, who tell another tale, 1 3 
Thar virtuous ladies envy while they rail; 
Such rage without betrays the fire within; 3 
In ſome cloſe corner of the ſoul, they fin: 
Still hoarding up, moſt ſcandalouſly nice, 
Amid their virtues, a reſerye of vice. 
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The godly dame who fleſhly failings damns, 


Who ne'er 


. ͤœꝛ ... — O_—_ 


* ; —_ 3 


x46 MISCELLANIES. 


Scolds with her maid 4 or with her chaplaincrams, 


; EF 8 1 « ; 12 . > r 
Wou d you enjoy ſoft nights and ſolid dinners?” + 
e ee eee eee 
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— OTE ” 
Well, if our Author in the Wife offends, _ 25 


He has a Husband that will make r rn 5 


He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 
And ſure ſuch kind good creatures may be living. 


In days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, 
Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe: 


5 
Plu----Platarch , what's his name that n ; 
Tells us, chat Cato dearly lov'd his wifes - * 
Yer if a friend, a hight, or ſo, ſhould need her, 
He'd recommend her , as a ſpecial breeder. : 
To lend a wife, few here would ſcruple make, 35 


But pray which of you all would take her back?” 


Tho” with the Stoick chief our ſtage may ring, 
The Stoick husband was the glorious thing 
The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, 
And lov d his country-- · but what's that to you? 4 
But the kind cuckold might inſtruqt the City- 
here, many an honeſt man may copy Cato 
| No naked Sword, or look'd in Plate, 
It, after all, you think it a diſgrace, _ 45 
Thar Edward's Miſs thus perks it in your face, 


' Thoſe ftrange examples ne'er were madeto fit ye, f 


In all the reſt ſo impudently good; 5 
Faith, let the modeſt matrons of the town, 


To ſee a piece of failing fleſh and blood. 
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Come here in5romds, Bee nes denn 
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of his Grace the Duke of 
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[ USE, tis enough: atlength thy labour ends, 
LY.L And thou ſhaltlive ; for Buckingham commends, 
Let crowds of Criticks now my verſe aſlail, 
Let Dennis write, and nameleſs numbers rail: 
This more than pays whole years of thankleſs pain; 
Time, health, and fortune, are not loſt in Vain. 
Sheffield approves, conſenting Ybæbus bends, 
And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 
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